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Prologue 
A bit of history 


On a planet called Terra, during the Third and final Age of Magic, a Great War tore across the 
continent of Wellspring. Necroms, cat-like humanoids, nearly destroyed Man. The few tribes of 
Man who survived fled, establishing Five Island Kingdoms; Commery, Fletching, Morgog, 
Swelldom, and Hort, and then came the Age of Metal. Man turned from the lost art of magic to 
the might of weapons as iron then steel was forged. The Kingdoms fought amongst themselves 
as Necroms fell into myth. Chaos ruled till the Age of Amalgamation, where the two strongest 
Kingdoms wed, establishing an Emperor and Empress of the Five Kingdoms. During the Second 
Age of Amalgamation, Edward, boy Prince of Fletching found a Mystic Rose and took the Flower, 
angering Fairah its protector. The magic-wielder tried to curse the boy with a beastly form, but 
Pluck, his playmate, was herself transformed into the creature resembling a Necrom. The only 
way for her to end the curse was to receive the Kiss, Edward's first kiss. Seasons passed and a 
new Amalgamation came and so ensued a race to the Isle of Kismet to crown a new Emperor and 
Empress. Pluck, trained as a High Guard, joined the Prince in hopes of receiving the Kiss, hiding 
her beastly form with a cloak. Edward retrieved his new wife Princess Virago of the Morgog 
Kingdom and sailed for Kismet. Edward agreed to sail Coblet's Route, a mysterious area of sea no 
one had returned from, hoping to beat Swelldom and Hort to Kismet and claim the crown. While 
on the Route, two waterspouts shipwrecked them on what they believed was Kismet only later 
did they discover it was Wellspring. There, Pluck's beastly form was revealed, and the Kiss was 
given to Virago, Edward's wife, cursing Pluck forever. Because the Prince feared what she may 
do, Pluck was beaten, but with the help of a few friends, she escaped and then she discovered 
the Necroms. They believed she was one of them, and a Necrom named Votar, the Duke 
of Shangra, took an interest in her. The Shangra Guards captured Man and while in prison, 
Edward discovered Lord Caliber and Avarice, the Commander of the Morgogs, were 
traitors. Votar and Pluck grew close, but she held back her love for she knew the Duke hated her 
kind and that she must save Edward. Pluck revealed she was of Man to free her people, bringing 
Votar's wrath and hatred on her. Later, the Duke learned Pluck might be the Serviatrix, the one 
who would save Wellspring from a Great Darkness. The traitors, Lord Caliber and Avarice 
escaped, joining Commery's army massing on MayPah Beach and tried to kill the Prince and steal 
the Princess. They failed, and the Commery's army was destroyed. Edward took Commery's ships 
and sailed for Kismet as Pluck stayed behind on Wellspring to find her destiny. 


Chapter One 
Return to Wellspring 


"Dead ahead!" a sailor shouted as he pointed from a crow's nest. "We've reached the 
treacherous place." Waves lapped at the bow of the Lion Shark, a three mast merchantman as 
night caressed the cloudless sky. A lone Horned Whale sang its low pitched hypnotic song, filling 
the sea with a sad melody. The male swam close to the ship, spraying mist before inhaling for a 
deep dive and disappeared into the dark blue ocean. The Lion Shark rocked as the crew stowed 
the sails and dropped anchor. They'd reached their destination, Coblet's Route and before them 
a sea foam green mist glowed, looming like a foreboding specter. The eerie haze lit up the 
surrounding waters and put the crew on edge. Their forefathers taught them to hate anything 
related to magic, whether it be Necroms or a mystical barrier. Captain Michaels stepped on deck 
and his face was grim, concealing his apprehension from his men. "Prepare a long boat," he 
ordered then turned to the first mate. "Tell our passenger we have arrived." "No need," a 
woman's voice called from the stairs leading below. "I sense the Mist." Fairah's white ghostly 
form moved through the cabin's closed hatch before the first mate had a chance to open it. Her 
sudden appearance startled him and the first mate gasped, sidestepping out of her way. 
Her shoulder strapped long silver-metallic gown flowed below her knees and moved about with 
a life of its own. The shimmering almost see-through material reflected the two moons' lustrous 
illumination. The busy sailors fell silent as the woman floated on deck like an apparition. They'd 
heard they transported a witch but none except the captain had seen her. They didn't understand 
how their captain could allow one with magic aboard their ship. She could be a Necrom in 
disguise. They wondered if the magic-wielder bewitched him or cast some unholy spell to entice 
their captain to sail them to their doom. Captain Michaels told her, "I know the men's fears and 
am wary of mutiny, but | owe a debt, one that must be paid." "Do not worry," Fairah told him, 
and then she added, "All shall be well." The wind whipped his long brown hair as he addressed 
the magic-wielder, "An eerie haze as you said." Fairah looked to the glowing sea foam green Mist 
as she spoke, "Yes, the barrier separating our two worlds." He questioned her, "What do you 
mean by our two worlds? What lies beyond the haze?" She didn't answer him. He waited a few 
moments, and then he asked, "Is it time then?" "Yes," Fairah answered as she lifted her ghostly 
hand beginning a tale. "Twenty seasons ago ye were wounded by a Mountain Bear and sought 
help in the Temple of the Mystic Rose. | knew if | turned ye away ye would die, so | healed ye's 
wounds with the gift of the Great Creator. Ye offered silver for payment, but | declined." "Aye," 
he stated. "You said you had no use for money, but in time you may have use of me, so | vowed if 
it was within my power, | would do whatever favor you asked of me. Now..." "Now that debt is 
paid," she said as she glanced around, and then Fairah questioned, "Is the boat ready?" "Aye, but 
are you Sure you want to go alone in a long boat? Who will row for you?" he asked her and then 
with concern, he added, "No one has ever..." "Returned," she interrupted. "I know. Do not fret 
Michaels, | am not a stranger there." She stared into the Mist longing for home as she told him, 
"I shall be fine and as to who shall row for me... Ye let me worry about that. Now before the crew 
starts waving torches at me, | best be off." Fairah floated across the deck, over the railing, then 
into the waiting boat. The sailors watched in horror as a sea banshee left their floating home. The 


first mate moved to the captain's side as the captain looked over the railing. "What now?" the 
first mate inquired. Captain Michaels hated to leave her alone, but he went ahead and ordered, 
"Hoist sails. We return to the Fletching Kingdom." He mumbled to himself, "May the Creator 
watch over you." Within a quarter of a nal, the Lion Shark turned, headed back, and left the witch 
alone, hovering above the long boat. The Mist laid before her, and it hummed aggressively like 
an angry Forest Bee, warning her not to enter. The boat rocked on the gentle waves, tottering 
just outside the barrier. The Lion Shark soon disappeared behind her, leaving the two pale blue 
moons Auror the Greater and Array the Lesser as her only companions. "All hear me, ‘tis time | 
returned and 'tis time the joining began," Fairah spoke as she lifted her arms and her hands 
crackled with green currents of Maag-llee, lighting up the darkness behind her and her 
white ghostly form. Maag-llee was magic imbued by the Creator while Maag-neg was magic 
imbued by the Deceiver. Fairah spoke, "Great Creator, send me from the depths one who can 
return me home." The Maag-llee shot from her hands, hit the dark blue water like lightning, and 
sent a charged pulse in all directions. The light faded and silence followed except for the waves 
lapping at the boat. Mites like minutes passed then in the distance she heard the hypnotic song. 
The Horned Whale broke the surface, spraying mist into the air then swam to her. He was three 
times the length of the long boat, dark blue as the sea, and horns ran from the tip of his nose to 
his tail. The whale swam beneath the boat then lifted, carrying it on his back as he headed into 
the Mist. The Mist's angry humming intensified, turning into a crackling hiss. "Silence!" Fairah 
ordered. The Mist feared her and knew the power she possessed, so it lessened its threats. Mites 
turned to nals as the sea foam green Mist thickened to fog. Every direction Fairah looked the 
barrier blanketed like a hazy nightmare, letting in neither the light of the moons nor the sound 
of the ocean, only the fog's glow lit up the area. The male whale swam on, guided by the Creator's 
whisper and the pull of the tide. "This is far enough," she told the whale, and he stopped and 
held his position underneath the boat. Fairah lifted her hands again and charged her power as 
green electricity crackled around her noncorporeal form. Her white eyes glowed green and her 
white hair stood on end as she shouted toward the heavens, "Great Creator, heed my voice! For 
generations, this barrier separated Necroms and Man, and it stands as a symbol of their division. 
Now | ask that ye vanquish this Barricade to Harmony, this Wall of Abhorrence that separates 
ye's creations." A sphere of charged energy formed in her hands; it was a ball of Maag-llee, 
and she yelled, "Send this abomination, this Seal of Hate back into the abyss. | ask that ye send it 
back to Crell!" Fairah flung the sphere at the Mist and sent it flying through it. The haze dissipated 
as the sphere hurled through it over charging the particles making up the barrier. The Mist 
vanished, revealing dark ocean and a moon lit night. Fairah lowered her hands, and the Maag- 
llee coursing through her body ceased and for the first time since she left Wellspring, she smelled 
the sea air and felt the wind whip through her hair. "I am regaining my corporeal form," she 
uttered with excited breath. The Horned Whale moaned to her. "Yes, of course, | am sorry. 
Proceed," she told it. "I shall need ye's assistance just a little longer." She peered at her hands, 
saw some tangible matter returning in them, and then she touched them one to another. There 
was a bit of a sensation in her fingers but for the most part, her form was still phantom like. It 
had been so long, and she wondered if she could be regaining her full power. The whale pressed 
onas she ventured deep into her thoughts. For many seasons after leaving Wellspring, her energy 
was at its fullest but as time passed, her vigor lessened, so she decided to forsake her corporeal 
form to conserve energy. Fairah never realized her Maag-llee's deterioration could be related to 


leaving her homeland and now that she was returning... she just might have her full power 
back. Auror the Greater and Array the Lesser descended as the eastern sky exploded with orange 
and red. The sun peeked over the horizon, chasing away the last of the night as the Horned Whale 
swam toward the rising sun. Fairah lifted her hand to shield the rays from her white eyes, and 
some beams of light penetrated her ghostly hand, but the more the whale swam on the more 
her palm shielded the golden rays. A nal went by, and Fairah caught her first glimpse of 
Wellspring. "My beloved homeland," she uttered as her heart leaped full of joy. "How | have 
missed ye?" In the distance, Fairah heard the howl of wind tearing across the ocean. The whale 
halted and moaned, fearing to go any further. Her face wrinkled in wonder, not knowing what 
approached until she remembered the Guardians of Wellspring. The howl grew louder and more 
terrifying. "Ye may go now," she told the whale. "I thank ye for ye's assistance. May the Great 
Creator bless ye." The Horned Whale sunk into the water, released the boat from his back, then 
he turned, swam behind her, and then dove to return to his watery realm, and then within a few 
mites, he resurfaced then turned his head and peered at her with his large dark eye. "Go on, | 
shall be fine. Ye's task is complete and ‘tis time another took ye's place." The whale blinked then 
dove one last time, disappearing into the sea. Fairah turned her attention back to the roaring 
menace. She spotted Wellspring in the distance, burning from the rising sun's glow, but her eye 
also caught two large whirling objects. Twin waterspouts headed for her as they churned the sea 
with their tails and whipped the air with their mass. The twin waterspouts slowed their 
progression, then stopped a short distance away from her, and raged at her like wolves. They 
whirled with water, and it made them dark even in the sunlight. The boat rocked savagely 
beneath the hovering Fairah. "Is this any way to greet me?" she scolded them. The twin 
waterspouts howled and snarled, ignoring her question. "Ye have run wild far too long without a 
mistress," Fairah shouted at them, then she raised her voice, and challenged them like the roar 
of a lioness, "IS THIS ANY WAY TO GREET ME!" The twin waterspouts cowered back, fearing the 
woman and ceased their threats. "That is much better, now..." Fairah spoke to them, then she 
lowered her voice, and commanded them, "Take me home." The twin waterspouts moved, each 
to one side of her, then they gently lifted Fairah and as they did, their tails touched the long boat, 
tore it apart, and sent wood pieces, flying in all directions. The twin waterspouts lifted higher in 
the air, then headed for the beach and within mites, they arrived then lowered as they swirled 
above the white sand and kicked up dust. They released Fairah, and she floated down to the 
beach, alighting on the sand. A sensation flowed through Fairah as her toes touched the still cool 
granules, and a rejuvenating power energized her body and soul. A solid mass replaced her 
ghostly form, making Fairah whole again. Her silver-metallic gown remained as it was. It was 
neither corporeal nor noncorporeal; it was neither in this world nor the next for her gown was a 
magical creature. The silver-metallic gown protected her from Maag-neg, the evil magic of the 
Deceiver. The gown called Sceld, delighted in her happiness and shimmered in the light of the 
sun. Fairah looked at her hands as she exclaimed, "The power... the Maag-llee... | never thought 
| would feel my body again. Praise the Great Creator!" Fairah turned to the twin waterspouts and 
told them, "Guardians of the Coast, ye's job is done. Ye who protected Man as they fled 
Wellspring... Ye who made sure none pursued... Rest now. Rest until | have need of ye's 
strength." The twin waterspouts slowed their whirling; they slowed till there was nothing left of 
them. The sand twirled from the power of their vortexes even after they disappeared, and it was 
the only testament they ever existed on the deserted beach. A few mites went by, then Fairah 


breathed deeply of the salty air, wiggled her toes in the now warm sand, and then looked to the 
jungle beyond the beach. It was good to be home. She stroked her long white hair which was as 
soft as she remembered. It was nice to have her body back, but she couldn't forget her mission. 
She had to find the Mystic Rose. She had summoned Fairah to vanquish the Barrier and to retire 
the Guardians. Fairah wondered if the time of unity had come. She assumed it had and if this was 
true, did that mean the Great Darkness neared? She heard a low rumbling, then put her hand to 
her stomach, and said, "Food... It has been a long time since | have eaten." She looked to the 
heavens as she lifted her voice, "Great Creator, provide me with substance and a guide 
to..." Bushes rustled, distracting her, and Fairah turned her attention to the jungle. Two small 
beasts, who were three hands in height and walking upright, emerged from the green vegetation, 
and then they froze when they saw the creature of white. Fairah eyed the furry rat faced 
creatures and realized they were Trifes. Short brown hair covered their rat heads and continued 
down their backs like an arrow. Long cream fur covered their monkey bodies, and their hairless 
rattails stood straight up in fear. One wore a blue vest and the other red, and they both had a 
burlap sack slung over their shoulder. Fairah could tell by the large bulges that the sacks were 
full. She bowed her head in welcoming them as she spoke, "Greetings Trifes." The rat-monkeys 
glanced at each other, and their fear lessened as their tails relaxed. "Greetings," the one wearing 
the blue vest hailed. "Who you?" "I am Fairah. Who are ye?" The Trife tilted his head as he 
studied her with his large dark brown eyes, and then he answered, "Me Quip. What you?" Quip 
looked to his companion, glanced around the jungle, then turned back to the white creature as 
he whispered, "Man?" "Yes, | am of Man you could say," Fairah replied. "Do ye know of my 
people?" Quip told her, "Me worked for." He reached into his vest pocket and pulled out six tiny 
silver coins engraved with a turtle as he told her, "Paid Quip with these." Fairah recognized the 
currency, and she said, "Those are Fletching crunes. Perhaps ye know where Prince Edward and 
the Mystic Rose are?" "Mystic Rose?" Quip uttered as he looked puzzled along with the other 
Trife. "The Mystic Rose is an item of Maag-llee," she told him. "Oh..." Quip exclaimed as his 
thoughts drifted to those of gold and silver. "Would bring good price. Me could live many seasons 
on find like that. Could have many females..." Fairah cleared her throat, disrupting the Trife's 
daydream. He scratched his rat nose, and then he told her, "Me not seen it but heard of Prince. 
One Pluck protected." Fairah remembered the woman whom she loved like a daughter, and Pluck 
was also the one the Mystic Rose bonded with. She bore the black ringed tattoos on her finger 
as proof. Fairah twirled her long white hair with one of her fingers as she wondered if Pluck had 
something to do with the Mystic Rose summoning her back to Wellspring. Fairah turned to the 
Trife and questioned him, "What do ye know of her?" Quip lowered his sack to the sand as he 
believed he would be talking for a while, and then he told her, "She called Beast Woman. One 
who looks like Necrom but of Man. They say she cursed by witch as child." "By me," Fairah 
mumbled. She had intended to curse the boy, Prince Edward, who had taken the Mystic Rose 
from its place in the temple, but Pluck pushed him out of the way and was hit by the Maag-llee. A 
grave mistake on her part and one she wished... Fairah sighed deeply. The past couldn't be 
changed. "Some say she Serviatrix, savior of Wellspring," Quip spoke. "Me not know. Me not care 
if she Necrom or Man. She kind to Quip, friend of Quip." Serviatrix? Fairah was stunned by his 
declaration. Could Pluck be the one? Fairah never imagined she would be the one to fulfill the 
prophecy. Fairah asked the Trife, "Where is Pluck now?" He shrugged, and then he told her, "Not 
know, but do know where Man last was." Anxious to be reunited with Pluck and the Mystic Rose, 


she ordered him, "Take me." The other Trife nudged Quip and then suggested to him, "Request 
payment." "Me not," Quip told him as he lifted his sack and slung it back over his shoulder. 
"Something about White Lady." "Quip odd Trife. Where profit in helping?" the other rat-monkey 
grumbled, and then he told him, "Go where Quip want." He set off down the beach, leaving the 
two of them alone as he stated, "Me continue to Great City Shangra." Quip waved him on with 
his free paw and shouted after him, "Me not odd. Me sense something up. White Lady involved 
and Pluck." He sniffed the air wary of it, and then he muttered, "Menacing scent clings to 
wind." "Quip odd Trife," the other rat-monkey repeated. "Capah!" Quip shouted at him, and then 
he turned his attention back to her. "Me smart, not like stupid Trife. Not odd." Fairah smiled, 
remembering her dealings with other Trifes when the world, Terra, was younger. She had fond 
memories of the Second Age of Magic. She told him, "Of course not. Quip is a smart Trife. Now 
if ye would not mine, take me to where ye last saw Man." "This way," Quip said as he motioned 
for her to follow. "But be warned, may not be sight you want to see." He led Fairah through the 
jungle, and her pale skin moistened as the humid air grew hot. She wondered what the rat- 
monkey meant by it may not be a sight she would want to see. Whatever he meant, it couldn't 
be good. They traveled for some time, then Quip stopped, turned to her, and said, "Before 
continue, last warning, sight not for faint heart." Fairah nodded as she showed no fear. "I 
understand," she told him. "Let us proceed." Quip stated, "Me follow." "One moment," Fairah 
told him as she placed her hand to her stomach when it growled again. She asked him, "Would 
ye have something | could eat?" "Me do," Quip told her as he reached into his sack and removed 
a red Orb Pear. "This good." "My thanks," she said as she took the fruit and then bit into its sweet 
flesh. "And yes, 'tis very good." The Trife led them down the beach for about a nal once she 
finished eating. Fairah halted and gasped inwardly. Before her across the sand laid hundreds of 
dead men. Black Vultures littered the corpses, feasting on their rotting carcasses. She demanded, 
"Who did this? Was it the Necroms?" "Not Necroms. Peoples of the jungle say Man did. Killed 
own," Quip replied as his rat ears twitched back as he scanned the area for danger, and then he 
told her, "Me look for more treasure." He slunk off, searching the beach for anything of 
value. Fairah noticed the tattered flags of the Four Horned Ram; it was Commery's army. She 
walked among the fallen and found a Morgog Sentinel and a Fletching High Guard. The Commery 
must have fought Prince Edward's forces. How did they defeat Commery? Fairah sensed Maag- 
llee was at work. Her eyes crackled with green energy when she recognized the familiar presence, 
and she stated, "I sense the Mystic Rose." 


x k * 


In the middle of the Continent of Wellspring and deep in the bowels of the earth, a darkness 
existed. Not a blackness that shadowed the night, but a malignant and treacherous collection of 
souls who long ago had been banished to the depths of the Cimmerian Caverns during the time 
before Ages. They were those known as the Cursed. A fortress of stone, mortar, and bone loomed 
over the kingdom of the damned and there, those who lost the Forgotten War plotted their 
revenge and sought retribution for the thousands of seasons they were imprisoned in the Crell 
hole. They were not allowed to leave and not allowed to die. They were enclosed in a tomb where 
no sunlight or fresh air entered. The Luminescent Mushrooms' dim yellow glow produced 
the only light and filled the cavern with a pungent odor that clung to their pale bodies and 
saturated their tattered clothes. Patiently they waited for an opportunity to strike back and let 


Wellspring feel their wrath. The ground shook above them; it quaked with great force, cracked 
the earth, and toppled chunks of dirt. Sunlight broke in... They screamed as the bright light hurt 
their eyes, and then they smelled the fresh air. Their screams ceased as they looked at the 
opening. They saw the sky! The Cursed squealed with delight. What their magic could not break, 
nature collapsed, and now they were free, free to execute their plans. 


Chapter Two 
Things Which Can't Be Changed 


Prince Edward stood on Seahorn's bridge; it was one of three ships they took from Commery's 
defeated army. He rubbed his scruffy face as the ocean breeze whipped through his shoulder 
length raven-black hair. Captain Brine had the helm, and Grand Commander Ardor stood by the 
Prince's side. Grand Commander Ardor's thoughts lingered on those fallen soldiers they left 
behind, both Fletching and Morgog, whose bodies were now a banquet to scavengers. He wanted 
to bury them, but there were so many killed that they were only able to properly lay to rest about 
half. They all feared the Necroms would come and slaughter them, and Prince Edward and 
Princess Virago still had to lay claim to the Amalgamation and receive the Crowns of Emperor and 
Empress before the other kingdoms did. Swelldom and Hort were still in their way. "How shall 
we get by the waterspouts that shipwrecked us when we arrived at Wellspring?" Captain Brine 
asked. "What of the Mist?" Ardor added. He stood a head taller than Edward and had long black 
hair with a streak of gray. He stated, "We don't have Pluck or her magical sword to pierce the 
barrier." Edward's gaze became distant at hearing her name. Pluck had abandoned him and 
stayed on Wellspring to search for her destiny or so she told him. His heart ached, knowing he 
would never see her again, and then he said, "I have no answers for you men. Pray that the 
Creator grants us safe passage from this miserable place." "Signal the other ships," Ardor 
commanded. "Let us head for the Isle of Kismet." "Stand by to get underway," Brine ordered his 
men. The three war ships headed west as Edward stood at the port side's railing, peering through 
a telescope as he scanned Wellspring's beach in the distance. Princess Virago walked up behind 
him. She knew her husband searched for the Beast Woman. She may have claimed the Kiss, but 
Pluck had stolen her husband's heart. Virago spoke in a whisper, "Edward." He turned his head 
till his blue eyes caught her gaze, and then he questioned, "Yes?" She adorned a new flame 
colored dress and wore her ebony hair pulled back in a braid. Virago started, "As Princess, it may 
not be my place, but as your wife..." Edward turned his attention back to the beach as if fearing 
to miss a glimpse of Pluck as he told her, "Speak your mind." Virago collected her thoughts on 
how to proceed, and then she inquired of him, "Should not your place be on the bridge? We are 
nearing the barrier." He dropped the telescope from his eye as he declared, "She shall not come. 
| know it in my heart still..." Edward turned to the Princess and told her, "Pluck has abandoned 
me." The anger she directed at the Beast Woman turned on her husband as Virago snapped, "I 
am tired of hearing her name. You had no interest in her till you could not have her. | am your 
wife. | should be the one..." Edward sighed before he stated, "You are right." His thoughts went 
back to the beach. Even Pluck had told him so. Edward remembered the course of events that 


occurred not twenty nals ago. After the Commery army had been destroyed by the Lux, he 
had walked down the hill to the beach where Pluck sat. Edward thought about those moments. 


Edward had motioned for Melee his bodyguard to stay back as he continued to Pluck. Her back 
was to him, and she didn't hear him approach as many went up and down the hill. Edward had 
seen that the petals of the tattoo Mystic Rose which resided on her back were blue. He heard 
Pluck weeping and stopped behind her. She thought he had perished by a Commery's arrow. He 
started to say something to her but stared at her back instead, not at the Mystic Rose, but at the 
numerous scars that marked her; they were wounds caused by his fear and inability to honor 
his word. He gave his wife the one thing that would end her curse. He had given in to desires of 
the flesh. Edward promised Pluck the Kiss to her twice and then because he feared the Beast 
Woman when she discovered her promised Kiss had been given to another, Pluck received the 
scars instead of her just reward. Edward had decided at that moment he had to make up for what 
he allowed to happen to her and the only thing he could give her was what the Kiss intended to 
promise. He would give Pluck his heart. She finally heard him, turned, and then stood as if she 
would throw her arms around him but refrained. She said, "They didn't kill you." 


Back on the Seahorn, Edward remembered her furry face and her piercing emerald eyes with 
growing longing. He had feared them back then, but now he yearned to behold them again. He 
couldn't see past her beast form till it was too late. The haunting memory from the beach 
continued in his mind. 


"They didn't kill you." "No, though they tried," he had told her and then he motioned to the small 
arrow wound on his chest with the dried blood. "What about you?" he questioned and then he 
started, "You were..." Edward had decided he wouldn't mention her death or the events 
surrounding it. He told Pluck, "The Mystic Rose, she spoke to me." "She?" Pluck had exclaimed, 
then she searched the area, and asked, "Where is the Mystic Rose?" "You do not know?" Edward 
had uttered, then he pointed to her, and started to explain, "It is... The Mystic Rose is here. She 
imprinted herself on your back when she brought you back from..." "What?" Pluck had interrupted 
him. She had turned her head and then touched her shoulder. Edward had stated, not meaning 
to be cruel about it, "She is a Scarred Rose." He wished he could have taken back his words. Pluck 
had faced him and questioned him as if some revelation had been given to her, "What did you 
say?" "The tattoo on your back still shows your scars; the Mystic Rose is a Scarred Rose." Pluck 
had realized her shirt was undone and tied the ends together. The moment he had walked down 
the hill, Edward knew what he would tell her. He didn't let his kingly mind dictate his actions, but 
he let the heart of a man proceed with his declaration. Edward would tell her how he truly 
felt before he lost his courage, so he firmly and yet lovingly grasped her shoulders and started, 
"Pluck, there is something | must tell you." He searched her feline face that was as beautiful and 
terrifying as a lioness on the hunt. Edward told her, "I have known it since we were children, but 
my breeding would not allow me to feel it. |... You see... |..." Pluck snapped, "You can't!" She 
stepped back from his grasp as if putting up a wall between them, and then she replied in a gentler 
tone, "So please don't say it. Don't say it." "Why are you telling me this?" he exclaimed. Edward 
knew she loved him; he had known it since they were children. He started to say, "But I..." She had 
put a finger to her own lips as if she didn't dare touch him. He could have sworn she was 
trembling as if it took all of Pluck's strength to tell him, "Shh... Please listen to me, my Prince. For 


so long, | have wanted to hear those words from you, but what good would they do now? I can't 
have you, nor will it end my curse." Pluck had motioned to the hill, to the person who should be 
the most important to him, and she questioned him, "Don't you love your wife? Do you want to 
hurt her?" Edward glanced at Virago, and then he answered, "No I don't want to hurt her, but 
still... You must know how | feel. | have to tell you." "Please, let this remain unsaid between us," 
she had begged him. "I cannot. | refuse. It must be said. You must hear how I..." Pluck had turned 
her back to him and again he saw her scars. She ordered him, "Return to your wife, your Queen. 
There's nothing | want from you." "No," he had stated as he raised his hand to grab her shoulder 
and took a step toward her. "Pluck, |..." She had turned on him like some savage tigress and 
roared, "Leave me! | don't want what you have to offer!" Her action had shocked Edward and 
made him deathly afraid of her, but he wouldn't let his fear stop him. Edward had taken a deep 
breath and had told her, "But you must know." She had told him, "I want nothing to do with you. 
You made your choice long ago." Pluck then had yelled, "Can't you understand? I no longer love 
you! You gave your wife the only thing that would change me and that I can't forgive." She had 
grabbed the Lux and headed up the beach away from the hill as she yelled over her shoulder, 
"I hate you for what you did to me! Why would I want anything from you?" She had headed away 
from him and the life he offered her. 


A salty breeze whipped by Edward's face as the Seahorn continued sailing west, leaving behind 
his regret on Wellspring. Virago was right; he was Prince of Fletching. His men and these ships 
should be his only concern and matters of the heart and of the soul should be... He sighed as he 
couldn't let go of Pluck, but instead, he buried his desires deep within himself. It was the curse 
of his crown to bear such things. Edward turned to Virago, held out his hand for her, and 
commanded, "Come, my wife. Let us face what danger lies ahead of us together." He clasped her 
hand as he put in the past those things which he couldn't change. He would have to live with his 
actions and regrets. 


Chapter Three 
Sage Temple 


The jade-green glow of a KellyZing illuminated the Bantam Forest which was enveloped by night 
as Zenba's delicate fairy-like white butterfly wings flapped, filling the area with the ringing of tiny 
bells. She and Pluck had left MayPah Beach within the MayPah Territory of the West Region of 
Wellspring where Commery lost the battle to Morgog and Fletching. Pluck and Zenba traveled 
east into the ConJah Territory and then journeyed south to the VaHex Territory where the 
Bantam Forest laid. It had taken them nearly two sun's cycles to make it to the forest, and they 
had traveled with little rest. Zenba flew back to Pluck and landed on her outstretched palm. Pluck 
placed her hand near her shoulder and the four armed KellyZing hopped over and sat to rest her 
weary wings near her fiery-crimson mane. Pluck also sat, set her travel pack beside her, relaxed 
underneath a Cobalt Oak, and gazed at the stars littering the cloudless black sky. She and the 
KellyZing closed their eyes for a few mites as Pluck scratched her black panther nose. The warm 


living jade that made up the KellyZing's body gave comfort to Pluck in the coolness as Zenba 
leaned against her beige furry neck. It was nearly morning, and they had traveled for many 
nals; they needed to sleep before they continued their journey. Once they rested, they started 
on their way, and Zenba flew a little ahead as she led Pluck through the maze of trees. Zenba 
wore the warrior garb of the KellyZings which was made from a light weight gold metal called 
Zingium. Shin guards, arm guards, a breast plate, and a helmet made up the armor. Two small 
swords strapped to her waist glinted in the twilight as she held a tiny spear. The weapons were 
also made of Zingium. The two setting moons peeked through the thick canopy, invaded the 
darkness, and spawned shadows. Fire Beetles took to the air, surrounding the two and 
brightened more of the forest domain like little torches. Pluck remained quiet as she followed 
her friend through the vegetation. She contemplated the events that transpired on MayPah 
Beach the sun's cycle before as her heart felt heavy and weighed down by sadness. Did she make 
the right decision by leaving Edward? He would have declared his love for her. Could she 
have been happy with him or just living in a dream? Pluck leaped over a log and landed on her 
clawed bare feet. She continued as a gentle breeze caressed her furry cheek, reminding her of 
Votar's gentle touch. What of the Duke of Shangra? What did she feel about him? Was it possible 
she loved a Man and a Necrom? Or was she just cursed? Was she cursed to have love draw so 
near and yet never feel its embrace? Dawn finally broke over the horizon and cast the sky in 
amber as Pluck paused, taking in the sight. Wellspring was wondrous, splendid, and frightening. 
She was so thankful for Zenba's companionship and company. She didn't know if she could take 
this trek alone. Zenba flew to her with a big grin on her face as she said, "Come and look. There's 
a family." "A family of what?" Pluck inquired and followed her as she flew to an area filled with 
mushrooms. "You will need to be quiet," Zenba told her, and then she motioned ahead. Pluck 
pushed down the large leaf of a spotted elephant-ear plant and saw ahead of them four cats 
playing on the ground amongst the mushrooms. Pluck realized they had wings and could fly and 
that they were only the size of her thumb. "They are cute!" she uttered and then covered her 
mouth. Pluck whispered, "What are they?" "They are Winsome Kits, and they are rare to run 
across. If you see one, it means the sun's cycle will bring you fortune." "I can use a little fortune," 
Pluck spoke. They watched the Winsome Kits play a little longer, and then Pluck spotted a larger 
one in a nearby tree. It must be the mother watching over her kittens. The two of them left after 
a little while longer and continued in the direction they had been heading. They traveled some 
distance, and then Pluck noticed something ahead. She questioned as she motioned toward a 
mint colored marble structure as her long tail twitched with anticipation, "Zenba, is that 
it?" "Yes," Zenba answered, glad to reach their destination, and then she added, "That's the Sage 
Temple. | told you | could find it. Let's go in." Pluck lifted her hand and uttered, "Wait." She 
stopped as a ray of light hit her back. Her fiery-crimson mane burned in the sun's radiance as 
her cat ears twitched back, hearing a Black-Feather Yaw squawk in the distance. She crossed her 
arms and rubbed her hands up and down the silky sleeves of her white shirt that Way'Poc of the 
Mud People had made for her. Pluck thought about the place before her. It reminded her of the 
forest surrounding the flower's temple back in the Fletching Kingdom, and it reminded her that 
the Mystic Rose was apart of her. "What is it?" Zenba asked as she flew back to her friend. "I'm 
still a little afraid of what I'll find within," Pluck admitted. Zenba wanted to get out of the cool air 
and into the temple's warmth, so she stated, "I understand, but..." "Do you?" Pluck interrupted 
her, and then she questioned, "Do you know what it feels like to be told you might be the 


Serviatrix. Do you know what kind of responsibility it is to possibly be the savior of 
Well- spring?" "No—" Zenba started as she glanced at the temple, yearning for its warmth, "—but 
don't you want to know if you are her?" "I do, but still I'm afraid," Pluck again admitted her 
doubts and fears as she leaned on a tree with her right shoulder. "What if | am her? What if I'm 
not her? What will my life mean?" She looked to the top of her left hand that was covered in 
beige fur like the rest of her body. Her fingers were bare down to the knuckles and tattooed on 
her index finger were four black rings. Pluck said, "These are the marks the Mystic Rose gave me 
when as a child | pricked my finger on her thorn. Are these rings the reason | have my cursed 
form? More importantly, is there a reason I'm hated by Man and Necroms?" "You're not hated," 
Zenba insisted as she realized her friend needed encouraging more than she needed to be warm 
inside the temple. Pluck looked to the ground as she still bore the shame of that day, and she 
said, "The scars on my back prove differently." "I'm sorry. | don't understand how you feel. | don't 
understand the responsibility that has been placed on your shoulders," Zenba said, then flew 
over to her friend, and touched her panther-like nose so she would lift her gaze. With a sincere 
expression, she told her friend, "We don't have to go in. We can go back to my village, put all of 
this behind us, and live a quiet life." "A quiet life..." Pluck repeated as she remembered the 
seasons living with Fairah. Those were simple and happy times, but if she took that path she 
would regret it. Determined to follow through no matter what she discovered about herself, 
Pluck started for the temple as she stated, "I can't hide from this. Either I'm her or I'm not, so | 
must know the truth." She walked a few steps, and then she said to Zenba, "Let us see what Sage's 
Prophecy has to say about the Serviatrix." The staircase leading into the temple descended, and 
brass torches engraved with a dancing male and female KellyZing lit the dark mint colored hall. 
The staircase opened into a large room and as they entered, three male KellyZings flew to them. 
They wore forest-green robes trimmed in gold and each held a staff, signifying his position in the 
priesthood. The ringing of tiny bells echoed across the area along with the chanting of hundreds 
of male KellyZings encircling the room. They also wore a forest-green robe and a staff rested on 
their knees as they sat cross legged on mats. The eldest of the three that flew to them put two 
fingers to his forehead, then to his heart, and finally held out one of his four palms in welcome 
as he said, "I am Zail, and | speak for the priests here. Greetings KellyZing. Greetings Necrom. 
From whence do you hail?" "I'm from the Enchanted Grasslands," Zenba answered, and then she 
said, "My friend is from Fletching." "The land of Naught," Pluck added. "Fletching? Naught?" he 
repeated as he scratched his translucent jade-green chin with his lower right hand, and then he 
said, "Never heard of them." Zenba hid a grin as she stated, "That is because she's from the land 
of Man." "She is from where?" the head priest yelled, disrupting his calm demeanor. Zenba 
informed him, "Pluck isn't a Necrom; she was born of Man." The three priests gasped. "A Necrom 
not born a Necrom," Zail quoted as he examined Pluck with a suspicious and yet hopeful eye. She 
looked like any other Necrom to him with her cat-like features, beige fur, emerald feline eyes, a 
black nose, and cupped ears. There were two important points to her appearance; she had a 
mane like a Fire Lion instead of hair and she had a tail. He couldn't contain his excitement and 
blurted, "Are you saying she's the Serviatrix?" Pluck stepped forward to look the eldest priest in 
the face, and then she spoke, "That's why we're here. | would like to see Sage's Prophecy to know 
if lam the one." "Of course. This way..." Zail uttered as he motioned for them to follow him, then 
he flew to the center of the room, and uttered again, "This way..." He led them to a Cobalt Oak 
altar engraved with KellyZings ready for war, and on it a gray stone tablet laid. The tablet was 


written in Kellish the written language of the KellyZings. Those of Wellspring including Man all 
spoke the same language, but the symbols representing the words were as different as the 
races. Pluck looked at the unfamiliar letters, and then she asked, "What does it 
say?" Disappointed by her question, Zail inquired, "You cannot read it?" She shook her head as 
she stated, "I've never seen these symbols before." Zail sighed with more disappointment, and 
then he read the tablet to them, "I, Zacin the High Priest of the KellyZings received words from 
the Great Creator, concerning the Serviatrix in a dream. This is what was told to me. 


The one who was once alone must unite many through adversity and suffering. 
Anarmy will rise east of Caldron after the dawn of Man's return. 
Great warriors of valor will heed their soul's beckon and march to the Valley of Blood. 
There they will gather and wait for the promised one; they will wait for the one who brings... 


" Zail's teal oval eyes widened with surprise as a silvery light illuminated from Pluck, and he 
gasped the last word, "Victory." Her back tingled as the priest read the Kellish and unknown to 
her, the petals of the tattoo Mystic Rose that were hidden under her silk shirt changed from blue 
to silver. A radiance penetrated her white shirt, illuminating her in a brilliant light. "Wait!" Pluck 
shouted then held up her hand as she stared at the stone tablet. The Kellish letters on the tablet 
glowed one by one till they completed the text. The brilliant light faded, and the Mystic Rose's 
petals hue returned to blue as Pluck stated, "I can read it." 


She continued the prophecy by saying, "Heed this warning for false Serviatrixes will rise also 
baring the signs of the flower. Beware those who cannot perceive this prophecy; 
it is one sign of the false one. The sign of the true Serviatrix is the fulfillment of all signs." 


Pluck paused, looked to Zenba, and then she continued, "This Daughter of a King bears a Scarre 
d Rose which is the journey's genesis. The Serviatrix commands the Scarred Rose's power, but 
only under the guidance of the one who brought the second birth through the fire of Maag-llee. 


So ended the words from the Great Creator. |, Zacin the High Priest of the KellyZings, one born 
at the end of the Second Age of Magic." Pluck stepped back, soaking in the meaning of the 
text. Zail looked to her and then questioned her, "Does this ring true of you?" Pluck told him, "I'm 
not a daughter of a King, so if | can't fulfill that small part of the prophecy then as it states, I'ma 
false one." "Who is your father?" Zail asked. "I don't know," she admitted and then added, "I 
never knew my mother or father." He questioned her, "Is it possible you are a daughter of a 
King?" Pluck laughed at the notion before she replied, "No, that isn't possible. If | was..." She tried 
to recall her childhood especially the time before Edward's mother the Queen brought her 
in from the gutter and had her trained and schooled to be a royal playmate. Pluck remembered 
little of living on the streets or even the time when the Sisters took her in, schooled her, and took 
care of her after her mother died, preparing her to go to the royal court. If she had been a 
Princess, she wouldn't have needed the Queen to take pity on her. "What is the Valley of Blood?" 
Zenba asked, changing the subject as she noticed her friend didn't like talking about her past. The 
KellyZings who were chanting stopped, hearing the sacred place repeated. "Not so loud," Zail said 
as he hushed her, and then he motioned for his brethren to continue their chants. "Follow me, 
and we will go into another room and finish our conversation." They entered a small chamber 
where the priests ate. Zail motioned to large pillows gathered in a cor- ner where they could 


sit. "Did | say something wrong?" Zenba asked as she sat next to the High Priest. "No. It is just the 
Valley of Blood which is in the WhimChuck Territory is where the final battle took place. We hold 
it as hallowed." "Final battle?" Zenba spoke, and then she questioned, "You mean of the Great 
War?" Zail told her, "No, the last battle of the Forgotten War." "I've never..." He interrupted 
Zenba, "Heard of it. Yes, most beings do not know of it. It happened before the Ages." Zenba's 
eyes widened as she asked, "You mean the time when Man and Necroms coexisted?" "Yes," Zail 
replied, then looked to the other two priests, and ordered them, "Bring our guests some 
refreshment. They must be hungry after their long journey." "Right away, High Priest," they 
answered then flew off and the ringing of tiny bells trailed behind them. Zail turned back to Zenba 
and Pluck as he said, "Where was I? Ah, yes... A great evil had risen back then and seduced 
thousands from the races. This evil wanted to claim Wellspring for itself, but those who favored 
good rose up against them and so a war started. The Valley of Blood is where the last battle was 
fought. Good triumphed and the forces of evil fled." "What happened after they ran?" Pluck 
asked, caught up in the tale. "The Wielders of Maag-llee cornered them at the bottom of a cliff 
in what is now called the Dead Forest. The Dead Forest is located at the north-east corner of the 
VaHex Territory on the other side of the Bantam Woodlands that is north of us. The Dead Forest 
is also on the boarder of the WhimCuck Territory," Zail paused, and then he stated, "When they 
arrived at the cliff, the Wielders of Maag-llee called upon the Creator and the earth opened up, 
swallowed the evil ones, then a Seal was placed on this ground, and trapped them forever." He 
quoted the seal, "Those who sought darkness now live in darkness. Never shall ye see the light 
of day. Forever shall ye live beneath the ground where not even death can go. Cursed ye shall be. 
Cursed shall ye be known." "Are the Cursed still there?" Pluck questioned him. "I don't think 
anyone knows," he answered her, and then he said, "Their evil infected the land and spread 
throughout the woods. No one that | have heard of who has gone in to see or at least gone in has 
ever come back. Who knows what evil might have been spawned over time?" Pluck inquired, 
"Could they be the great evil foretold in the prophecy that wants to devour 
Wellspring?" "Perhaps," he replied then he said, "I thought | would never find out in my lifetime." 
Zail looked over Pluck and then stated, "But if Man has returned... that time is growing 
near." Pluck stood and spoke, "Zenba, time we left." Her butterfly wings flapped as she took to 
the air, and Zenba asked, "Where are we going?" "What about the refreshments?" Zail inquired 
as the two priests returned. Pluck took the cup one of the KellyZings barely held in both hands 
and drank the cool water; it refreshed her. She ate the sweet bread they also offered her, and it 
made her realize how hungry she was. Zenba took the smaller cup the other priest carried on a 
tray and ate her bread. When they finished, Pluck turned to the High Priest and told him, "Thank 
you Zail; we must go." "Where are we going?" Zenba repeated as she followed her friend through 
the large room. She then questioned, "Are we going to Caldron?" "No, not yet," Pluck answered 
her as she started up the stairs. "I think we should go to the Dead Forest." Zenba darted ahead, 
then hovered in front of Pluck, and forced her friend to stop. She asked her, "Why would you 
want to go there? You heard what Zail said. No one has ever..." "I know," Pluck interrupted. "I 
think we should go and see." "See what?" Zenba inquired as she moved to the side, allowing her 
friend to continue out of the temple. "I think we should see if the Seal is still in place," Pluck 
replied as she started up the steps. "I want to see if evil is still buried." 


Chapter Four 
The Rose Speaks 


The high sun consisted of the three nals when the sun was at its highest, and its heat beat down 
on MayPah Beach's white sand as Gray Gulls took to the sky. They cried above the waves as they 
hunted its surf. The stench of death clung to the air where Man had fallen; they were killed by 
their own kind. Hundreds of bodies laid scattered about the beach covered with Black Vultures, 
Sand Crabs, and other scavengers. The sea breeze rustled the tattered battle flags of the three 
armies; Fletching's Charging Black Elk, Commery's Yellow Four Horned Ram, and Morgog's 
Roaring Black Lion. Fairah stood over the body of a dead Fletching Archer then looked over the 
blood soaked sand. All this death... She shook her head and her long white hair glistened in the 
sunlight like a pearl. It was a waste. Quip returned to her side, and he carried a sack full of loot. 
Fairah frowned at the rat-monkey. She knew their kind lived by what they found, but she disliked 
robbing the dead. "What do now?" Quip asked her. "The Mystic Rose beckons to me," she told 
him. "I shall continue my search for her and see where that leads me." "Her?" he questioned as 
he scratched his furry rat chin. "Never heard flower referred as her." "Yes, there are many things 
mortals have forgotten through the Ages," she stated, and then she said, "The burden of memory 
lies with us Immortals." She knelt, held out her hand to the Trife, and told him, "I thank ye for 
ye's help. It seems this is where we part." Quip started to take her hand, then he stopped, and 
said, "No, me go where White Lady go. Me already said so." She stood, then glanced at his sack, 
and asked, "Shall ye be carrying that the whole way?" "No, me hide it," he told her and then 
scurried into the jungle surrounding the beach and after some time, he returned. Quip asked her, 
"Which way?" Fairah closed her white eyes and listened to the wind. She reached out with her 
mind, searching for the flower and she heard the Mystic Rose speak to her. "You are close," the 
Mystic Rose said in a whisper. "Seek out the Dead Forest." Fairah shivered at the land's 
name. "You ill?" Quip questioned as he grabbed her hand with his tiny paw. "I am fine," Fairah 
told him as she opened her eyes, wondering why the Mystic Rose wanted her to go to the place 
of the Cursed. She told the rat-monkey, "Come, we journey inland. | shall use Maag-llee to lighten 
our steps, so we may travel quickly." 


x * * 


The sun's cycle faded and gave way to night and far from Sage Temple, Pluck and Zenba camped 
in a clearing on a cliff overlooking the Dead Forest. The campfire flickered, lighting the darkness 
as the two pale moons hovered above them in the clear sky. The smell of burning pine filled the 
cool air as shadows pranced about the ground and rocks. Timberland Wolves bayed in the 
distance, and the wind howled as it swept into the camp, disturbing the fire. Pluck sat on her 
bedroll and leaned on her pack as she polished her sword with a cloth. The hand and a half sword 
never needed sharpening. It must be one of its magical qualities. She watched the Lux's white 
steel gleam in the moonlight and then smoothed her hand over the ancient letters engraved on 
the blade. Why did she know the archaic tongue written on the sword told her that this was 
the Lux the Lightning Sword? She looked to Auror the Greater and Array the Lesser ascending in 
the sky. Zenba rested on her shoulder as she stared at the flames. Zenba played a small flute she 


carried in her side pack. She rendered a sad melody that reminded Pluck of the Horned Whale's 
song and the melody pulled from her the memories of when she was on Breakneck the Fletching 
flagship. The hypnotic melody also reminded her of the forest surrounding the Mystic Rose's 
temple and how she longed for home. "I don't like it here," Zenba spoke after she placed the flute 
back in her pack. The firelight danced about her translucent jade-green face as she started, "It 
feels..." "Unnatural," Pluck interrupted as she sheathed the hand and a half sword in its black 
scabbard, and then she stood and looked at the dark forest below. When they setup camp, they 
saw thousands of dead pines beneath the cliff, but now those trees were hidden in pitch black. 
She admitted to Zenba, "I feel it too." "More than unnatural," Zenba told her as she wrapped her 
four arms tightly around her tiny fairy body. "I feel as though something is coming. | feel as 
though an ominous force is coming that wants to tear us apart. | feel if we stay here, it will come 
for us and succeed in killing us." Pluck walked to the edge of the cliff and then looked below into 
the blackness. Everything around her fell silent and still as a vision came to her of a huge tree 
growing in the midst of the Dead Forest. The gigantic green leafed tree was as tall as a Scarlet 
Wood, and it was the only one of its kind. Over many years the Tree spread out its branches like 
a protective mother and its shadow covered half the forest. A malignant darkness slithered in like 
a great three headed serpent and infected the ground. The infection seeped into the Tree's roots, 
spread up its trunk, and out to its branches till all its leaves browned and died. The three headed 
snake grafted itself to the Tree and transformed it. The Tree's trunk gnarled and knotted, its bark 
blackened, and its shape changed till it resembled a mighty dragon with its wings spread out. The 
Dragon Tree turned as if it had eyes and looked at her then shot its roots at her like a web. Pluck 
gasped as her friend touched her furry face, bringing her out of the horrible vision. "Are you all 
right?" Zenba asked her, and then she said, "You seem very distant." Pluck glanced at her hand 
as it gripped the Lux's hilt ready to draw it. It was like a nightmare, but she was awake. Was it 
some sort of warning? She turned to her friend as she wondered if it was. Pluck remembered the 
Dragon Tree and how she felt when it gazed at her and when it shot its roots at her. Zenba 
was right about something coming for them, something coming for all of Wellspring, and it 
wanted to devour them. "Are you all right?" Zenba asked again as she still sat on her friend's 
shoulder. "Yes, I'm..." Pluck started but then a twig snapped behind them and distracted her, so 
she moved away from the edge. Wolves bayed again, and their lonely cries were closer and mixed 
with ravenous growls and barks. The wind ceased and the night sounds fell silent all around them 
as a deep malevolent laugh echoed from the Dead Forest below and then more sinister voices 
joined in the taunting. The fur on the back of Pluck's neck stood on end as Zenba took to the air, 
casting the surrounding area in a green glow. Another twig snapped to their left this time. Pluck 
turned her gaze to the woods leading up to the cliff as six wolves emerged from it. They crept out 
ready to attack as the fire and moonlight cast distorted shadows in all directions. They started up 
the slope for them and as the animals drew closer, Pluck and Zenba saw pusing sores covered 
the mangy canines. Their eyes were yellow with sickness and oozed with foam. Pluck picked up 
a burning log from the fire with her left hand and waved it at the approaching pack. "What's 
wrong with them?" Zenba asked as she readied her gold colored spear. The laughing below the 
cliff grew louder. It was as though those who were laughing knew what was coming for them. 
Those who laughed wanted to see their destruction. "I don't know," Pluck stated as terror crept 
over her. She tightly gripped her hilt as she prepared mentally to battle the wolves. "Could this 
be an effect of the Dead Forest the priest spoke of?" Zenba questioned as she poised ready to 


fling her Zingium spear at the closest wolf. "Perhaps, but if this is true, then the evil Zail 
mentioned has spread," Pluck stated and then she threw the burning log at the pack, and they 
scattered, fleeing into the trees. "Be careful," a new voice warned from the woods a distance 
away from where the wolves were. This person was different from the ones laughing from the 
Dead Forest for the sinister voices still taunted the two. This person was female and sent a 
warning, "Do not let them bite ye for the evil could infect ye." "That voice," Pluck 
muttered. "Who's there?" Zenba shouted, fearing they might have more to worry about from the 
Bantam Woodlands behind them. Fairah along with Quip at her side stepped from the darkness 
of the trees into the light of the flickering fire. Her ghostly white hair and eyes glowed, striking 
fear in the KellyZing. Fairah peered at the path coming up from the Dead Forest, seeking the 
infected wolves. "Fairah!" Pluck gasped and took a step toward her to greet her, "I thought I'd 
never..." The pack re-emerged some distance from Fairah, and they snarled and foamed at the 
mouth. The wolves were between the two parties and set their teeth and claws to bring the 
infection on the four beings around them. The pack divided and slowly moved toward their 
prey. "Now is not the time, child," Fairah told her and then motioned to the wolves as the few 
who turned to face her increased their pace. She ordered Pluck, "Summon the Mystic Rose's 
power and vanquish these vile creatures. Quickly, deliver them from their torment!" Quip 
panicked as the pack divided and some of them came for them. He took a few steps back, 
then looked behind them into Bantam Woodlands, and he shouted, "They turn on us! We must 
hide!" "I don't know how," Pluck told her and then said, "I'm not a wielder of magic." Fairah 
questioned her, "Then how did ye defeat Commery's army?" "Maybe now not time," Quip 
warned as he hid behind her flowing silver-metallic gown. The wolves started toward them. "I'm 
not sure," Pluck admitted as she drew her sword. Fairah turned to two of the wolves as they 
neared her. Quip grabbed her leg and screeched, "White Lady use Maag-llee. Save us!" "Very 
well," Fairah said as she raised her arms, and then she shouted, "Great Creator, send 
your cleansing flame!" The campfire erupted like an exploding volcano, sent flames shooting 
skyward, and then snaked toward the pack like a giant worm. The inferno engulfed the wolves, 
and they yelped as the blaze consumed their mangy bodies. Pluck and Zenba shielded their eyes 
for the intensity of the heat and light. The wolves howled and yelped as the flames roared, tearing 
at flesh and bone until the worm flame consumed their bodies, leaving only ash. The malicious 
laughs from the Dead Forest ceased as the wave of fire vanished. The smell of burnt flesh and fur 
remained, choking the four as the area darkened to the glow of the campfire. "Creator..." Fairah 
coughed, and then she beckoned, "Send... cleansing wind." An enchanted breeze swept in and 
blew away the black ash and suffocating odor. The four coughed and their eyes watered until the 
enchanted breeze swept over them; it cleansed even the air in their lungs until no trace of the 
wolves remained. The lady of white's power astounded Zenba and she asked, "Are you a Wielder 
of Maag-llee?" "Yes. | am Fairah and ye are a KellyZing." "I'm Zenba," she replied as she put two 
fingers to her forehead, next to her chest, then held out her palm in greeting. Pluck stared at the 
campfire a little shocked by what she witnessed and then she managed to say, "The only time | 
saw you use your magic was when you changed me into... | didn't know you had such 
powers." Pluck approached her as she sheathed her sword, then a sensation stronger than shock 
took over, and she uttered, "Fairah, I've missed you." "And | have missed ye too, child," Fairah 
told her, and then she wrapped her arms around Pluck. "You're..." Her embrace surprised Pluck 
and she exclaimed, "You're corporeal!" Pluck returned her hug as she questioned, "How 


can..." "This be?" Fairah spoke as she finished the sentence for her. "I was born on Wellspring. 
Somehow returning to my homeland has rejuvenated me. | am as | once was." "Fairah, I've 
missed you," Pluck said again and then her emotions took over and she wept, "I've missed you 
so much." "There... there, child," Fairah told her as she stroked her soft fiery-crimson mane. "Ye 
must have endured quite a bit. Tell me this. Where is the Mystic Rose?" Pluck stepped from her 
embrace, wiped her feral eyes, and started, "It's..." She dreaded how Fairah would react since 
she was its guardian, and Pluck said, "The Mystic Rose..." "What is it, child?" Fairah asked as she 
sensed her hesitation, so she placed her hands on Pluck's shoulders, smiled to reassure her, and 
then told her, "Do not fret. Please tell me." "It's..." Pluck spoke so afraid to disappoint the woman 
she loved like a mother and so she said nomore and shamefully bowed her head. "It has 
imprinted itself on Pluck's back," Zenba answered to hurry along the conversation. "Can 
we please leave this place? | can't shake that something ominous..." "The Mystic Rose did what?" 
Fairah uttered, interrupting the KellyZing. "Is this true, child?" Pluck nodded still unable to raise 
her gaze, thinking she had done something terribly wrong. "Turn around," Fairah commanded 
her and Pluck obeyed. Zenba spoke her question again as she glanced into the Dead Forest, 
"Please, can we do this someplace else?" Quip scurried to the edge of the cliff, glanced over, and 
then he stated, "Me agree with green bug. Let's leave." "Bug!" Zenba uttered. "I'm no bug, you 
smelly rodent!" Quip peered at the tiny winged creature, and then he said, "You look like green 
bug." Zenba and Quip started into an argument. Fairah ignored them as she laid her hand on 
Pluck's shirt covered back, and then she spoke, "The flower is here, but why?" She stepped back, 
and then she spoke, "Mystic Rose." "Yes," the Mystic Rose replied. Pluck exclaimed, "The Mystic 
Rose can talk? Edward said it spoke to him, but | didn't..." "Yes, now quiet child," Fairah 
commanded her and then waved her hand over her back, and the Mystic Rose's image appeared 
through her clothing as a bright light. The stem shined brilliant green and the petals glowed 
radiant yellow. "Why have ye done this?" Fairah asked the flower. The Mystic Rose shimmered 
as she spoke like a whispery breeze, "I did this to save this one. Her life would have faded if | had 
not acted." Fairah's heart sank as she said, "Faded?" She looked to Pluck and then she told the 
Mystic Rose, "I am in ye's debt for this one is very precious to me." Fairah glanced at the KellyZing 
and Trife who were still arguing, then she turned back to the flower, and questioned her, "Why 
have ye summoned me to Wellspring?" The light image of the Mystic Rose lifted above Pluck, 
though the tattoo remained on her back. The Mystic Rose replied, "I first summoned you for | 
had foreseen | would bond with this one. Your assistance is needed to guide her. It would also 
seem my summoning you was a portend, for the Cursed, they have..." "What!" Fairah yelled, then 
moved to the edge of the cliff, and looked into the darkness of the Dead Forest. Fairah asked, 
"Have they escaped?" "Yes," the Mystic Rose answered. "How could they?" Fairah questioned, 
and then she stated, "Our Seal should have..." "You could not foresee the power of nature," the 
Mystic Rose told her as her light image moved till she hovered to Fairah. The flower cast rays of 
green and yellow on her face. The Mystic Rose told her, "A land quake opened their 
prison." Fairah took a step back and nearly stumbled as she said, "The Cursed have 
returned." Zenba stopped her argument with the Trife, flew to Pluck's ear, and whispered, "Did 
your friend say our Seal? Was Fairah one of the Wielders of Maag-llee who sealed in the 
Cursed?" "I believe that's what Fairah said," Pluck answered as she turned to the KellyZing and 
questioned her, "Why do you ask? And what is Maag-llee? The KellyZing priest also mentioned 
it." "Magic," Zenba answered. "Pluck, do you realize who your friend is?" She fluttered in front of 


her excited about the news as she explained, "The Cursed were sealed before the time of Ages. 
Do you know how long ago that was?" Pluck shook her head. Zenba blurted, "Fairah is one of the 
Immortals." 


Chapter Five 
Duke of Shangra 


Mist sprayed up from three of the eight blue-green Aqua Falls surrounding the Great City 
Shangra and moistened Duke Votar's black furry face. The male Necrom's platinum chest length 
hair and trimmed beard glistened in the light of the new sun's cycle. He stood on his estate's 
balcony that overlooked the Northern, Northeastern, and Northwestern waterfalls as |-ues filled 
the sky along with white puffy clouds and the rose fragrance the stork-like birds produced, 
scented the air. He stared at the cascades with his feline citron eyes, absently scratching his 
cupped cat ear. None of these sights or smells gave him pleasure; they only reminded him of 
what he lost... who he lost. Nirva, the balding Necrom Advisor, approached him. He paused on 
the balcony and stroked his gray braided beard as the wind blew his multi-colored robe. Nirva 
said, "King Solom request your audience. He waits inside." Votar placed his hands on the 
balcony's stone wall and stated, "He's still here? | thought he would have left when there was no 
hope of Pluck staying. | would have preferred he had left." Votar walked in through double doors 
to his dining room and found the chestnut furred older Necrom sitting in front of the fireplace. 
Votar bowed as he said, "My King." Zung the brother of Zenba rested on the arm of the King's 
chair. The KellyZing looked over the Duke's dingy scarlet shirt and silver vest and muttered in the 
King's ear, "He's looking worse." King Solom motioned to the other chair opposite of him and 
commanded, "Sit, Votar." The King waited a moment then he stated, "Many Necroms and others 
from the races are gathering in the Valley of Blood. They're armed." "Why are they massing an 
army?" Votar asked as he rested his elbows on the arms of his chair. "Are they preparing to go 
after Man?" "I do not think so. My scouts report they aren't organized, and a rumor is circulating 
that the Serviatrix is there," Solom said, paused as he covered his mouth with his hand, then 
coughed, waited a moment, and continued, "It is not the hatred of Man that gathers the 
Necroms, but the promise of the one who brings victory. Even those of the other races are 
excited. Most of Wellspring know Man has returned and the fulfillment of the Prophecies have 
begun." "You say the Serviatrix is there? Is it Pluck?" Votar questioned, fixated on that part of the 
King's tale. He hated Pluck but he also... he also wanted to see her again. Pluck should be with 
her Prince, sailing away from Wellspring by now, so it couldn't be her at the Valley of 
Blood. Solom frowned, knowing the Duke's wounded heart longed for Pluck. Solom told him, "No, 
this Serviatrix goes by a different name." "There can be only one Serviatrix for Wellspring," Zung 
grumbled as he folded his four translucent jade-green arms. "This impostor must be dealt with. 
If Wellspring should follow this pretender..." "Yes, KellyZing," Solom interrupted the fairy like 
creature. "That is why | would like Votar to accompany us to the Valley of Blood. | want to see 
this Serviatrix with my own eyes and no matter how we feel, we must discover if she is true or 
false." Zung grumbled again as he scowled. Votar stared at the cold cinders of the fireplace, 


wanting to flee this place that reminded him of Pluck. He finally said, "I'll go. For my people's 
sake, I'll go and see this would-be Serviatrix." 


x * * 


The high sun rose above the courtyard of Votar's Estate. Three DraKas groaned as Aviatrixes 
quieted them with their flute playing. The large salamander like creatures stomped their six legs, 
wanting to start on their journey and get away from the bustle of city life. Their orange backs 
were bright against their yellow bellies. Duchess Kabal, Votar's sister, leaned on a stone wall, 
raking her hand through her long platinum hair. She watched her brother, the King, Nirva, and 
the KellyZing pack for their journey. Kabal had already been left behind by Duke Gamemnon; she 
couldn't bear to be left behind again. "Votar," she said as she strolled over to her older brother, 
leaned her head on his shoulder, and asked him, "Are you going somewhere?" "Yes," he told her. 
"We are heading for the Valley of Blood." Votar threw his travel pack up to a Necrom servant 
standing in a Howdah. The servant placed the bag under the boxed seats strapped to the King's 
DraKa then rolled out a large cloth overhead to shade the Howdah's passengers. A dozen Shangra 
City Guards packed themselves into two DraKas as a dozen Caldron Guards packed themselves 
into two other DraKas. "Oh..." Kabal uttered as she gave her brother a Kup's doe-eyed plead with 
her eyes before she asked, "I'm bored. Do you mind if | come along?" Votar looked to the King, 
then knowing his sister would suspect something if he denied her request, replied, "Not at 
all." The five of them with the help of Caldron Guards climbed a rope ladder, boarded the King's 
Howdah, and once everyone boarded, Solom nodded to the head Femor. The nine hands tall 
walking stick played her Aviatrix Flute, and the five DraKas started out of the courtyard. The King's 
Caldron Guards rode in the first two DraKas and Shangra City Guards rode in the last two. The 
group journeyed through Deluge the yellow rain forest to Solom's Castle Caldron, and there 
they rested then headed east. The saffron, canary, and lemon vegetation ended as the terrain 
sloped down and gave way to the tall Crimson Grass of the Valley of Blood as they entered the 
WhimCuck Territory. The DraKas sloshed through the waves of red blades rising above their six 
legs as the sun descended, streaking the sky with a rainbow of color. In an area cleared of Crimson 
Grass, hundreds of tents were pitched while thousands of beings gathered in small groups and 
conversed. The DraKa convoy headed toward the center of the tents as Necroms both male and 
female in all shades of fur, bowed to the King. "It's Solom," a red furred male said. "Duke Votar 
is with him," a black furred male added. "Have they come to see Duke Gamemnon?" another 
wondered aloud. "Or perhaps the Serviatrix," a brown furred female replied. "Halt!" Solom 
ordered his Aviatrix. The female walking stick played her flute and stopped the convoy. The King 
looked to the black furred male and questioned him, "Did someone say Duke Gamemnon 
is here?" At the mention of the Duke's name, Kabal sat up from her lounging and wondered why 
he was there. "Yes," the black furred male replied as he pointed ahead in the direction the convoy 
headed. "He arrived yesterday. The Duke of Torlawn is with the one claiming to be the 
Serviatrix." "Claiming?" the brown furred female challenged and then she argued, "She is the 
one." "How can we be sure she is?" the black furred male asked the female. "Have you seen her?" 
the female Necrom questioned the male. "How can she be not?" Other Necroms joined the 
argument and soon they were shouting. Solom sighed then nodded to his Aviatrix, and she played 
the convoy forward. Zung flew to the King's shoulder and his green glow lit up Solom's furry 
chestnut face. Zung stated, "Interesting that the Duke of Torlawn is here." "What are you 


implying, KellyZing?" Votar asked. "I'm not sure myself. It's just that | find it very interesting that 
he arrived yesterday." "I understand what Zung is trying to say," Solom said and then he stated, 
"Gamemnon should have been back in Torlawn but was here instead so that means he knew 
before | of this gathering." Kabal's eyes narrowed as she realized her brother's seemingly leisure 
trip wasn't just to get out of the city. Were they there to investigate the Serviatrix or this 
gathering or Gamemnon? Votar turned his gaze to the setting sun as he wondered what his old 
friend Gamemnon was up to. The majority of those gathered in the Valley of Blood were 
Necroms, but there were also Dreadgons, Femors, Velums, Trifes, KellyZings, and other residents 
of Wellspring. The convoy arrived at a large tent which was in the center of those gathered and 
the Duke of Torlawn, the blond furred and bearded Necrom, stood without to greet them. "King 
Solom, Duke Votar, Advisor Nirva, and Duchess Kabal, it is good to see you," he said. "Gamemnon, 
I'm surprised to see you here," Solom spoke as he climbed down a rope ladder with the help of 
his guards. He asked, "What brings you to the Valley of Blood?" "Prophecy," Gamemnon replied, 
glanced at Votar, then turned his gaze back to the King before saying, "You did teach us to watch 
for the signs of the Serviatrix. | have found the one who fulfills them and all of Wellspring has 
heard as you can see by those flocking here." "Where is this so called Serviatrix?" Zung 
asked. "Ah... The KellyZing who brought the false one. | didn't see you up there, small one," 
Gamemnon said, then with a snarl, he added as an insult, "You are the one who brought the 
Woman." He regained his calm composure and stated, "Not that | have a grudge against you..." 
Gamemnon eyed Votar again before he said, "She fooled many of us." Zung folded his four arms 
as he spoke, "You haven't answered my question." "Yes, Gamemnon, where is this one who 
would save Wellspring?" Solom asked. Zung faced the King, surprised by his statement. It seemed 
that Solom had turned away from Pluck. Zung thought Solom believed Pluck was the one. "This 
way," Gamemnon replied and then motioned to the tent. "She awaits within." The five followed 
the Duke of Torlawn and found a red headed Necrom with beige fur stroking a long tail with a 
black furry tip. Her face was turned from them. Votar stopped and gasped, "Pluck?" The female 
Necrom stood as they entered, turned to them, and then she replied, "No, my name isn't Pluck." 
She had blue feline eyes; they were as blue as the deep waters. She spoke, "I am called 
Tabitha." Gamemnon grinned as he realized the Duke of Shangra still had feelings for the Woman. 
He wondered if this would keep him from accepting Tabitha as the Serviatrix. Votar looked over 
Tabitha and saw how similar to Pluck she was except that she had fiery-crimson hair, not a mane. 
She faced him and he stared into her eyes then turned his gaze from her. Her eyes didn't pierce 
his soul like Pluck's did. Tabitha looked from Votar to Solom and her continence brightened, 
recognizing the other Necrom. She started to say, "My si..." Gamemnon shook his head, not 
wanting her to say anything more. He walked over to her, took her hand, and then whispered 
into her ear, "This revelation must wait, my dear. It will be revealed when the time is right." She 
nodded and complied with his request then bowed to Solom as she restated, "My King." Kabal 
let out a low growl that only her brother heard as she watched Gamemnon take the younger 
female's hand. She muttered, "So this is what you have been busying yourself with 
Gamemnon." Solom walked around the young Necrom and studied her features. He stated, 
"Tabitha has a tail and her hair is like a Fire Lion, but what more of the prophecy has she 
fulfilled?" "She appeared at Torlawn at the dawn of Man's return while | was at your castle," 
Gamemnon told him as he glanced at a shadowed corner of the tent. He then stated, "Her mother 
gave birth to her in the Roth Kingdom then died." Tabitha smiled for she was happy to finally 


meet the King as she explained, "The Roth raised me, and | believed | was one of them. | knew 
nothing of the Necroms." Gamemnon turned his gaze from the tent corner when the shadow 
moved, and then he proclaimed, "Since she was raised a Roth, that fulfills the prophecy a Necrom 
not born a Necrom." Solom snarled, disgusted at the very mention of their enemy, and then he 
said, "You were raised by those filthy creatures?" The King's words shocked and hurt Tabitha, and 
she spoke, "I don't understand." She looked to Gamemnon then back to the King and questioned, 
"Why does he say such things?" "Because they hate our kind!" the shadow yelled as he slunk 
from his hiding then moved to her side. The creature had a head of a wolf and a body of asloth. "A 
Roth! Guards!" Votar shouted. Armored Necroms from Shangra and Caldron appeared at the tent 
door. Gamemnon raised his hand before they entered and commanded, "Wait! He is my 
guest." "Your guest?" Solom uttered. "What is the meaning of this?" "Yes, this is Tabitha's 
guardian, Groth," Gamemnon explained as he motioned to the wolf-sloth. "You allowed a Roth 
into our territory after they killed Duke Nehem and tried to kill me," Votar shouted and then 
exclaimed as if he had to remind Gamemnon, "Nehem was our friend." "We have been at peace 
for over fifty seasons," Groth declared. "Because one rogue Roth murders a Necrom, you believe 
our nations are again at war. | have heard no declaration." Votar glared at Gamemnon for 
allowing their enemy there. "Maybe it best we left the Duke of Torlawn's tent," Solom said as he 
gestured for the KellyZing, the Duke of Shangra, Nirva, and Kabal to follow him 
outside. Gamemnon walked out with them as they climbed back into the Howdah. Gamemnon 
questioned, "Will you be leaving the Valley of Blood?" Solom leaned back in the boxed seats as 
he heaved for the excursion. "No," he replied, coughed, and then looked to the darkening sky. 
"We will be pitching a tent on the outskirts. | have more questions for Tabitha." Gamemnon 
bowed as he said, "Of course my King. Rest yourself then when you are ready, summon us and 
we will come to you. | will convince her Roth bodyguard to stay behind." The Duke of Torlawn 
entered his tent once the King's convoy went on their way. Tabitha walked over to Gamemnon, 
wrapped her arms around him, and rested her head on his chest as she asked him, "Why didn't 
you want me to tell the King he was my sire?" He stroked her fiery-crimson hair and grinned 
wickedly as he told her, "Now wasn't the time, my Daughter of a King. Be patient, and you will be 
reunited with your father." 


Chapter Six 
Children of the Forgotten 


Deep within the Swamp of Aversion of ByePah Territory of the Northwest Region, an old 
Shadow Femor stared at KellyZing bones. She held them in a wooden bowl with two of her four 
thin insect hands. The green-brown walking stick tossed the bones up and let them fall in a circle 
she drew in the mud. Ox Frogs croaked and Javelin Mosquitoes buzzed the floating Drift Huts and 
the many different races making up the band of recluse. Abhora's antennae bobbed with 
excitement as she read the runes. She wore a head dress made of Trife hides and a gnarled staff 
laid beside her. She stood and her thin nine hands tall insect frame towered over the Shadow 
Velum who sat next to her. The orange-red toadstool lifted his mushroom head at Abhora's 


sudden movement. Loathen set aside a raw Roth's leg he'd been gnawing on and questioned her, 
"What is it?" "The bones..." she exclaimed as she pointed at them. "They tell the Cursed have 
returned." Their small band of Shadow Races consisted of ten others; another Velum, three 
Roths, a Necrom, two Dreadgons, a Trife, and two KellyZings. They were called Shadow Races for 
embracing the dark ways; their ways included cannibalism, sacrificing their first born, drinking 
blood, and many other atrocities. A Shadow Race's distinctive appearance consisted of dark 
baggy circles under their eyes, thinning hair or fur or flaky exoskeleton or scales, pointy 
sharpened teeth, and the foulest of breath. "Our kindred?" Loathen uttered as he rose to his four 
cone shaped legs. "You speak of those who were lost to our before fathers many ages ago. You 
speak of those same ones who our before fathers swore they would seek revenge for when the 
time was right. You speak of those..." Abhora sighed at the long-winded Velum, and then she 
interrupted him, "Yes, as you know we and other groups like us are the descendants of a battalion 
separated from the main army during the last day of the Forgotten War. Our before fathers 
escaped the Seal the Immortals placed on the others trapping them underground." Abhora knew 
she only repeated what was ingrained in them from birth. They existed to hate those who loved 
light, and they despised those who cherished goodness. She spoke, "We've been vigilant awaiting 
their return to join forces and to once again make Terra ours." "What do we do now?" he 
asked. Abhora ordered, "Send word out to all of Wellspring and gather the Children of the 
Forgotten. Gather in the Dead Forest at the Dragon Tree." A female Roth rushed out of the 
swamp, keeping her trident-like six inch claws pointed back away from her furry body. She moved 
fast almost in a blur. The female Roth leaped from one miniature island to another until she 
reached Abhora's Drift Hut, and then she bowed before the Shadow Femor. "Killroth, what news 
do you bring me?" Abhora asked. She raised her canine head and replied, "I killed Duke Nehem 
as you instructed and had to kill one of my own kind to complete my mission. The other Roth 
intended to kill the Duke himself. He was surprised to see me there and asked if King Malodor 
had sent a second for the mission of eliminating the dukes." "Interesting," Abhora stated as she 
rubbed her antenna, then she turned her full attention to the wolf-sloth, and questioned, "Why 
would the Roth Kingdom want one of the Necrom Dukes dead?" Killroth spoke with a growl, 
"Perhaps King Malodor has aligned himself with one of the other dukes. Maybe he is helping 
Votar or Gamemnon acquire the Necrom crown. Perhaps he hopes to gain power when his 
candidate takes the throne." She lifted her right paw and rubbed the three steel-like claws 
together, creating sparks as she said, "Solom has no heir and if he dies with no children, the 
throne goes to one of the dukes." "We will have to keep an eye on this development. We don't 
need the Roth and Necroms uniting," Abhora stated, then walked over to the Drift Hut's edge, 
and looked at her haggard reflection in the swamp water. "I want you and the rest of the Shadow 
Assassins to wreak havoc on the inhabitants. | want you to let Wellspring know the Children of 
the Forgotten have returned and that the Cursed will soon follow behind." "At once," Killroth 
replied and then rushed off. "Listen, Children!" Abhora lifted her voice as she shook her gnarled 
staff and the other Shadow Races turned to her. She shouted, "Powerful One, we rejoice in your 
name." Her antennas bobbed in rhythmic beats, drawing the others into her chant as she started, 
"Hatred begets hatred." "Hatred begets hatred," the Shadow Races repeated. "We are your 
children, those of the Chosen and the Forgotten. Powerful One, grant us your might," she 
shouted as her antennas bobbed faster. "Adversity begets hostility." "Adversity begets hostility," 
the Shadow Races repeated. "Give us strength to annihilate our enemy." She raised her staff and 


screamed, "Bloodlust begets warmongers." "Bloodlust begets warmongers," the Shadow Races 
repeated. "We will be triumphant!" Abhora exclaimed. "Send the Shadow Assassins! Mark the 
land with our return! Gather for battle!" 


x * * 


Eight nals east of the Dead Forest in the Whispering Pines of MayPah Territory of the West Region 
of Wellspring, Dreadgons mined a Hard Stone quarry during the late morning. The ping of steel 
rang across the forest as pickaxes struck yellow rock. The large race of people the size of huts 
were stout and eight hands wide and eight hands tall. Thick gray skin covered them and dense 
black hair blanketed their huge forearms, bare feet, and hunched backs. Their large ridged heads 
were a third of their size and they had no necks. Three sallow eyes set in a triangle and two yellow 
tusks curved out from their large square lips. They had pig noses and brown pants with a wide 
buckled belt. Many of them held mining tools and cut out rectangular pieces of the rock while a 
few dragged the heavy stones with large ropes across logs to a flat platform. The Hover Platforms 
made of Cloud Trees also known as the Floating Wood, suspended above the ground a few inches 
and bobbed as new blocks forced up the ramps loaded onto them. Harnessed at the front of the 
Hover Platforms were four Giant Tree Slugs restless to move. Native to the Towering Forest home 
of the Scarlet Wood, the slugs were large enough for even a Dreadgon to ride. One Dreadgon 
wiped his sweaty gray brow as he looked up at the cloudless sky. He took a moment to watch a 
blue butterfly flutter about his head, smiled, and then returned to his job of picking up pieces of 
rock and debris in the way of the Moving Crews. Nearby, two Dreadgons shoveled red slime left 
by the Giant Tree Slugs into carts to keep the area clean and safe. Another Dreadgon took metal 
loops connected by leather and placed them on the four large horns in the center of a slug as he 
harnessed the insect for a new Moving Crew. In another section of the quarry, six Dreadgons 
grunted as they pulled a block. The large ropes groaned with the weight of the block as the 
rectangular stone lowered onto logs, and then dust flew up as the block came to rest. "Hold!" a 
Task Master shouted as he examined the Hard Stone block moving toward a platform. "We are 
short a log. | Task Master, need someone to get one." The Moving Crew grumbled already tired 
from working in the heat of the sun's cycle. "Send the mute our Debris Mover," one of them 
shouted. "He should be able to handle that assignment." The Moving Crew chuckled. The Task 
Master lifted his massive hand, shading his three sallow eyes and then spotted the enormous 
youth; he was large even for a Dreadgon. The Task Master shouted, "You, Staunch. We need 
another log." Staunch nodded, put down his bucket of debris, and then made his way up the 
stone cut steps, shaking the ground with his great weight. He reached the top then continued to 
the edge of the Whispering Pines. He patted one of the trunks of a Lofty Pine sad he would have 
to take such a magnificent thing. Staunch hugged the tree with his massive arms down near the 
ground then spread his feet as he pulled. Dirt flew up as he uprooted the pine, then he slung it 
over his shoulder, and made his way back down into the quarry. He laid the tree on the ground, 
then picked up an ax from a tool table, chopped off the roots, and then topped it. Staunch picked 
the log up, then headed for the Task Master, and waited to be noticed. "Good," the Task Master 
told him, then pointed to the Hover Platform, and ordered, "Put it there. We are short of rolling 
the large block to the platform." Staunch placed the trunk at the end of a row of logs then headed 
back to his work. He picked up his bucket and noticed dark clouds swarming in and blackening 
the sky. Staunch looked around to get someone's attention then sighed, frustrated no one 


heeded him. "A storm comes in. Everyone to shelter," the Task Master ordered. Staunch and the 
others moved toward their lodging when steel grinding screams emitted from the forest above 
the quarry. Staunch gulped, grabbed a pickax from the tool table, and held it close. The gathering 
of Dreadgons fell silent, and the Giant Tree Slugs squeaked fearful of what surrounded them. The 
swarming clouds created a vortex and cast the sun's cycle into night. Torches were lit and handed 
out as the Dreadgons stared up into the darkness. The hair raising cries echoed once more, and 
then the unknown creatures attacked. Dreadgons screamed as their attackers cut them down 
and panic followed as some Dreadgons fled, but not too far. "What's attacking us?" the Task 
Master yelled. "I don't see anyone." Staunch wildly swung his pickax and felt the tool hit 
something, and the creature squealed. He looked a the pickax in the light of his torch and saw 
dark orange blood covered it. He realized their enemy was invisible, but couldn't speak to tell his 
comrades. More and more Dreadgons fell dead till only a hangdful of them remained. Staunch 
rushed out of the quarry, wildly swinging as he made his way to the top. The other Dreadgons 
followed him. Staunch reached the top, glanced back, saw the last Dreadgon fall, and then he 
rushed into the Whispering Pines. What felt like metal cut at his arms and legs, but he ran on. He 
ran on to find help. 


Chapter Seven 
The Valley of Blood 


A new sun-cycle brought a tinge of orange to Deluge the yellow rain forest as hundreds of birds 
sang, greeting the morning. Pluck, Fairah, Zenba, and Quip trudged through the muddy wet 
region as they headed for Caldron, King Solom's Castle. The tinge of orange faded as the sun rose 
and the smell of rain clung to the air. A multitude of yellow hues colored the jungle; saffron, 
canary, lemon, and many others. Pluck glanced at her guardian as they walked an animal trail and 
then questioned her, "Do you need to take a break?" Fairah chuckled, and then she replied, "I 
might be ancient, but | am as spry as ye." Quip rat-nose twitched as he sniffed the breeze for 
danger, and then he stated, "Me hate mud." He looked down at his small legs covered in the 
reddish brown muck and then he asked, "How long till reach castle?" "A few more nals," Zenba 
answered as she flew ahead of the group, casting a green glow on the vegetation. "It is just..." 
She paused and fluttered in the air with her butterfly wings as a warming sensation swept over 
her; it was a familiar presence. "I sense my brother, Zung," Zenba exclaimed, and then she stated, 
"He is near." "Where?" Pluck asked as she pushed a saffron shrub out of her path. "At the 
castle?" "No," Zenba answered, then motioned with both of her right arms, and said, "He's in 
that direction. | think we should go to him." Pluck looked in the direction Caldron laid and then 
in the direction the KellyZing pointed. She spoke, "I think we should also. What about you, Fairah? 
What do you think?" "Child, ye are the head of this merry band. Ye can ask my advice, but ye 
must make the decision," she replied as she placed a hand on Pluck's shoulder. "So is the burden 
of a leader." "I'm the leader?" Pluck uttered. "I see us all as equals, so we should decide as a 
group." Fairah shook her head, and her pearl white hair shimmered in the sunlight as she stated, 
"Ye are the Serviatrix. Tell us where to go." Pluck was taken aback as the Trife, KellyZing, and 


White Lady waited for her reply. The uncertainty of her role bothered her, so she stated, "We 
will find Zung and I'll lead you, but until | am convinced that | meet all the Prophecy of the 
Serviatrix, you're not to call me by that name. For all we know, | am one of the false ones." By 
high sun, Pluck and the others arrived at a cliff overlooking a valley filled with Crimson 
Grass. Hundreds of tents stood in a clearing with many of the races gathered in small groups 
conversing. Charcoal-gray Field Giraffes striped by crimson grazed among the tall blades 
surrounding the tents. "What is this place?" Pluck asked. "Valley of Blood," Quip answered. "But 
never many here." "They are now," Fairah said. "I wonder what is the purpose of their 
gathering." A gentle breeze swept across the cliff top and rustled her silver-metallic gown. The 
Sceld whistled like a flute still excited to be home, and Fairah shared its enthusiasm. She also was 
happy to be home. "Zenba, wasn't the Valley of Blood mentioned in the Sage Temple Prophecy?" 
Pluck asked. "Let me think. 


" Zenba placed her two right hands to her chin and then answered, "Yes. It said, Great warriors 
of valor will heed their soul's beckon and march to the Valley of Blood. There they will gather and 
wait for the promised one; they will wait for the one who brings victory." 


"Do you think your brother is among them?" Pluck asked her. "I do," Zenba replied. "I sense that 
he's very close." Pluck thought for a moment then she ordered, "Find him and bring him here. | 
think it best Fairah and | aren't seen just yet." "At once," Zenba replied and then she flew 
off. "Quip, | would like you to scout the camp below. See what you can find out about this 
gathering." He told her, "Me will." Pluck walked out to the edge of the cliff as a Messenger Hawk, 
one of the delivery birds from Shangra, flew overhead and screamed in the clouded sky. She 
shaded her eyes from the high sun and looked up at the bird as an eastwardly wind rustled a 
saffron bush. The hawk screamed once more and then dove, landing among the tents. The wind 
changed and blew from the west as a tingling sensation swept over Pluck, warning her of 
imminent doom. Eight Field Giraffes grazing beneath the cliff took off as if spooked by a 
predator. Pluck wondered what the tingling sensation meant then the image of the Dragon Tree 
appeared in her mind. "Child, ye seem troubled. What is bothering ye?" Fairah inquired. "Can't 
you feel it?" Pluck asked as she turned to her. "Something has happened." She looked in 
the direction the Dead Forest laid, knowing the Dragon Tree and the Malignant Serpent spread 
their evil and infected the surrounding lands. Pluck stated, "It's a warning carried by the wind. It 
makes my soul anxious. | feel as though some maliciousness has been set in motion." She 
shivered for the feelings as she exclaimed, "Creator, help us." Fairah turned in the same direction 
and thought about the Immortals. They must be gathered to battle the Cursed again, but her 
place was with Pluck. She would have to figure out a way to do both. Fairah added her own 
prayer, "Yes, help us and give us wisdom." Lemon colored trees and bushes toppled in the 
distance and the ground shook as something heavy ran toward them. Pluck drew the Lux and 
lightning crackled from its blade as she rushed to meet the menace. She preferred not to have 
the cliff at her back but meet her enemy further into the rain forest. Pluck ran for some time then 
stopped in a clearing, catching her breath as she waited for whatever came to meet her. A 
Dreadgon rushed out of the growth and panted near exhaustion. She noticed he was bloodied by 
his own green gore from numerous cuts and gashes. Pluck remembered her last engagement 
with the large race. She fought Gar to settle a grievous between him and her people. The 
Dreadgon nearly killed her. Pluck gripped the hilt ready for another fight. The young Dreadgon 


paused when he saw Pluck, pointed behind as if he wanted to tell her something, and then 
collapsed to his back. Pluck realized he was being pursued and rushed to his side, wondering what 
could have made a Dreadgon flee. Staunch peered up at the female Necrom, wanting so much to 
tell her of the danger approaching. He pointed but could do no more. When she touched his 
shoulder to reassure him, a sensation came over him. He felt as if he needed to protect this 
Necrom; he needed to protect her with his life. Staunch rolled over to his side to rise. "Stay where 
you are," Pluck commanded, and then she told him, "I will protect you." He knew that was wrong. 
He needed to protect her. He needed to... Staunch lost consciousness. Pluck knelt and checked 
the Dreadgon, and he still breathed. Relieved he was still alive, she stood to face his foe. Steel 
grinding shrieks sounded from the distance, so she raised the Lux, and the sword 
charged, drawing energy from the surrounding air as lightning crackled around the blade. Pluck 
prepared to swipe the sword and send a wave of lightning at the attackers if they continued their 
assault. "Stay your attack," she warned, shouting into the vegetation. "The Dreadgon is under my 
protection. Whatever grievous you have against him, we can deal with without further blood 
shed." "Our grievous," a voice growled from the rain forest. "Our grievous is your very existence, 
Necrom, so you must also die." Black swarming clouds charged in and formed a ring of darkness 
and blocked the sun till the area blackened like a moonless night. Pluck felt the presence of the 
Dragon Tree rushing through the rain forest, then she heard movement in the surrounding 
vegetation along with more shrieks. She looked around the dark area, but even with her keen 
feline sight, she saw nothing but more shrubs and bushes moving as invisible creatures brushed 
by them. Were they the invisible assassins that killed Duke Nehem? How could she defend herself 
from such an enemy? Pluck heard something run at her from behind and turned with her sword 
ready. Before she could set her feet, metal struck her sword and sparks flew off the Lux. The 
attack knocked her back, then something sharp cut across her shoulder, and drew blood. Pluck 
fought the urge to grab her wound and prepared herself for another attack. She sensed many 
surrounded her. "What do we have here?" the voice from earlier asked. "A female Necrom, how 
delicious." "Who are you?" Pluck questioned as she turned full circle and saw only dark outlines 
of vegetation. "Why did you attack this Dreadgon?" "You want to know the name of Death?" the 
invisible one barked. "I am Killroth. Are you prepared for oblivion?" The Shadow Roth sniffed the 
air, smelling something unfamiliar, then looked to the Necrom's wound, and questioned, "What 
Necrom has red blood?" "I'm no..." "Quiet child," Fairah interrupted Pluck then stepped into the 
blackened area. The Sceld and her pearly white hair glowed in the darkness as she spoke, "Ye are 
fighting Shadow Assassins. | remember their malicious kind. The Cursed used them during the 
Forgotten War." "An Immortal," Killroth growled. "One that sealed our brethren. Destroy 
her!" Dozens of screams echoed the Shadow Roth's hatred. "Pluck! Come stand by me," Fairah 
ordered. She rushed to Fairah's side as Fairah lifted her hands and green electricity crackled 
around her arms. Fairah shouted, "Great Creator, send the Light of Ye's Truth!" A white glow shot 
from the sky, pierced the swarming clouds, and drowned the area in intense light. "I still don't 
see them," Pluck spoke as she shaded her eyes. "Look for their shadows," Fairah instructed her. 
"You will know where they are by their shadows." Pluck scanned the rain forest floor and found 
more than fifteen shadows other than theirs and the Dreadgon's. The shadows closest to her 
belonged to four hairy Roths, three tall Femors, and one mushroom head Velum. Pluck rushed 
toward one of the Shadow Roths and swung her sword as the wolf-sloth lunged for her with its 
large three claws. The Shadow Roth cut her across the same wounded shoulder as Pluck 


plunged her sword through its chest. The rest of the Shadow Assassins panicked and stopped 
their attack. No one in their lifetime had ever killed a Shadow Assassin while in their Shadow 
Form. "The Necrom slew him!" Killroth uttered. "The sword must be magical to penetrate the 
hide of a Roth." She ordered, "Retreat! We need Abhora to fight against this Immortal and the 
Necrom with red blood." The Shadow Assassins fled and took the ring of darkness with them and 
once more, the sun peered down on Pluck and Fairah, chasing away the hold the Dragon Tree 
had on the land. Pluck shivered then turned and asked, "Why did you stop me from telling Killroth 
| was not a Necrom?" "We do not need our enemy knowing who ye are," Fairah answered. The 
Maag-neg that camouflaged the dead wolf-sloth dissipated and revealed the Shadow 
Roth. "What's wrong with him?" Pluck questioned as she looked over the sickly body. "Is he 
ill?" "In a way, yes. It is the life they chose that has done this. During the Forgotten War, we 
fought those who were known as the Shadow Races, but | thought we had sealed them." Pluck 
asked, "You mean the ones called the Cursed?" "Yes," Fairah replied. "But it seems we did not 
imprison all of the Shadow Races." "Are you sure this one isn't one of the Cursed?" Pluck 
questioned. "Yes," Fairah answered after she examined the Shadow Roth. "The Cursed, | imagine, 
are more horrid looking than this poor creature. What time and life without the sun would have 
done to them, | cannot even fathom but most assuredly it has changed them." Pluck moved to 
the young Dreadgon and checked to see if he still lived. She asked her guardian, "Can you heal 
him?" "No," Fairah answered and then she stated, "The Great Creator did not give me that 
gift." Pluck sheathed the Lux after cleaning the blade on a large leaf, and then she stated, "Then 
| will bring help to him." "What about keeping ourselves out of sight?" Fairah questioned as she 
moved to her side. "Is Quip back from scouting?" "No." Pluck answered, "Then | will go down and 
hopefully no one will recognize me and cause any problems. | will come back with a doctor." She 
tucked her tail within the pouch on her pants. Fairah looked to her wound and told her, "If ye 
find a healer, ye should also have them look at ye's shoulder." Pluck glanced at the claw marks 
and stated, "The wound isn't serious. | can tend to it later." She looked once more to the 
Dreadgon then hurried toward the Valley as she shouted to her guardian, "Keep yourself out of 
sight." "I shall," Fairah told her, then moved to the young Dreadgon's side, and told him, "Rest 
brave one, help is on its way." 


Chapter Eight 


Malicious Forces Unite 


Killroth used a Conveyer Cube which Abhora had imbued with power and had given to her before 
she left the Swamp of Aversion, and it created a magical portal. The magical portal transported 
Killroth and the Shadow Assassins with her to ByePah of the Northwest Region and then she 
hurried through the Swamp of Aversion with the other Shadow Assassins close behind and within 
a few mites, they reached their base camp. The wolf-sloth motioned for the others to wait then 
proceeded to Abhora's Drift Hut. Killroth leaped across several tiny islands till she reached the 
Shadow Femor then knelt to one knee. Loathen, the Shadow Velum, spoke with Abhora, so 
Killroth waited for her opportunity to speak. "Word has been sent out across Wellspring," 


Loathen started. "The Shadow Races are moving to the Dead Forest and are gathering at the 
Dragon Tree. All the Children of the Forgotten will be there within nine sun-cycles." He motioned 
with two of his four arms to a nearby island with a large wooden cage and then told her, "On 
another note, a band of Shadow Assassins came across these beasts and captured them. They 
would have eaten them, but they weren't sure what they were so they brought them to 
you." "Why are you bringing this to my attention?" Abhora questioned as she used an arm bone 
of a KellyZing to draw in the wet sand. She wasn't really paying much attention to the Shadow 
Velum. Killroth looked in the direction he pointed and noticed ten odd looking creatures bound 
and imprisoned within the cage. Loathen was used to Abhora ignoring him and spoke, "As | was 
trying to tell you, the Shadow Assassins didn't recognize their species, so they brought them here 
in case you wanted to see them before they are killed. We could kill them now if..." Abhora raised 
her four fingered hand, interrupting the Shadow Velum and then turned her attention to the 
Shadow Roth. Abhora questioned her, "Why have you returned, Killroth? Your mission to reek 
havoc on the land should have lasted another three sun-cycles." Abhora rose to her large legs 
and her nine hands tall insect frame overshadowed the bowed Roth. "We encountered an 
Immortal," Killroth answered as she glanced up at Abhora, ashamed of her failure and then she 
added, "A Shadow Assassin was killed." Abhora paced, tapping her two paired hands together, 
and then she said, "An Immortal hasn't been heard from since the middle of the Second Age of 
Magic when Man left Wellspring." She paused, turned to the Shadow Roth and the arms of her 
Trife-hide headdress flapped with her movements, and then she said, "You said this Immortal 
slew one of your Shadow Assassins?" Killroth stated, "She caused a bright light to shine into our 
Ring of Darkness then this Necrom with a sword that crackled with lightning slew the Shadow 
Roth." "An Immortal and a Necrom with a Maag-llee sword?" "Not only that, but the Necrom 
bled red blood," Killroth told her as she remembered licking her claws after the battle. She added, 
"Her blood was unlike any I have tasted." One of the odd creatures who had an inky-black long 
goatee spoke up from the nearby island as he gripped the bars of his wooden cage, "A Necrom 
with red blood you say." He grinned even though his mouth was bruised and cut. He and the 
others with him took a beating from the Shadow Assassins before they decided to capture them. 
He told Abhora, "I know what she is, this Necrom with red blood." He pointed a bony finger at 
Abhora and warned her, "Something you should fear. This Necrom is a force that can ruin 
your plans to takeover Wellspring." "Who said you could speak?" Abhora questioned the 
creature as she glared at it, then she turned to a Shadow Dreadgon, and ordered him, "Bring the 
cage here." The Shadow Dreadgon grabbed the cage's top, dragged it through the water nearly 
drowning the creatures within, and then he dragged it up the bog to where Abhora and Killroth 
were. The Shadow Dreadgon threw the cage before the Shadow Femor, and the creatures inside 
were tossed about by the rough treatment. Abhora looked for the creature who had spoken to 
her and once she found him, she questioned him, "What manner of beast speaks to me?" "I am 
of Man," he told her. The Shadow Races murmured, shocked by his declaration. The man 
continued as he cautiously watched his jailers, "My name is Lord Caliber. A large group of us 
shipwrecked on Wellspring many sun-cycles ago. We brought with us a Necrom not born a 
Necrom." Loathen stood and then he stated, "That line is from the Serviatrix Prophecy at Caldron 
Castle and so is the line that states, At the dawn of Man's return the Serviatrix will appear. 


Abhora..." The gills of the Shadow Velum's toadstool like head flared as he started, "If these 
creatures truly are of Man, then..." "Fool!" Abhora scolded, and then she yelled at him, "Of course 
the Serviatrix is here. The Cursed have escaped! Do not forget we have our own prophecies. 
Now..." She turned back to Lord Caliber and said, "You are saying this Necrom with the red blood 
is the Serviatrix?" "Yes," Lord Caliber replied as he sized up the insect like creature he was 
speaking to, and then he continued, "Of what | understand, this Serviatrix is supposed to save 
Wellspring. She shall save the land from some great darkness. It seems to me your people and 
the Cursed | have heard you speak of, is what the Serviatrix and the others should fear." "What 
do you mean others?" she inquired. "Don't you fear us? You should." "Ofcourse | am afraid," Lord 
Caliber told her. "I am afraid you shall kill us, and we shall never achieve our revenge against the 
Serviatrix. She is the one we know as Pluck," he said with a bit of guile on his tongue. "The notion 
burns at my soul like hot coals that she may escape our revenge." "Are you saying that you want 
to join us?" Abhora questioned him. "Yes, though | have no taste for creatures other than my 
own kind, | would join forces with you to destroy Pluck and any who would side with her," Lord 
Caliber answered. She asked, "What use would | have of a weak being as yourself?" "I am not 
without my resources. | may be a weak man, but | do know the dark arts." "You are a wielder of 
Maag-neg? Show me," Abhora commanded, and then she pointed to the Shadow Dreadgon and 
ordered, "Release Lord Caliber." The Shadow Dreadgon sneered but did as ordered, and then 
Lord Caliber stepped from the cage a bit shaky from his ordeal. Avarice and the eight sentinels 
started to follow him when Lord Caliber turned and told them, "It would be better if you waited 
for me here." Avarice grabbed his arm and whispered to him, "No. We must seize our chance for 
escape now that we have been given the opportunity." "Do that if you wish to die but if you want 
to live, let me talk with this witch and see if | can gain our freedom. Do not worry, Avarice, | shall 
not leave you and the others to die alone. If it is our lot, | shall return and we shall die together, 
that is if the witch does not kill me on the spot as you try to escape." "Your words are not very 
comforting," Avarice told him. "No, but they are the only ones | have right now. Stay and be 
patient, all of you. | believe | can convince them to let us live at least a few more sun- 
cycles." "Fine!" Avarice snapped and then ordered his men, "Stand back, We shall let Lord Caliber 
deal with our captors." Lord Caliber turned to the Shadow Femor and questioned her, "What type 
of magic shall | spell for a demonstration of my power?" "You are an interesting species," Abhora 
told him as she circled him. She grabbed his arms and felt his lean muscles. Abhora stated, "Your 
body type is similar to a Necrom's and they are very delicious." "Delicious? Do you mean 
to..?" "Silence! | have not requested that you speak," Abhora told him. "I want you to come with 
me." She took hold of Lord Caliber by his wrist and dragged him along. The two of them walked 
to a bridge that connected to another miniature island. They crossed the bridge. She told him as 
she motioned, "This is my Drift Hut." Lord Caliber replied, "I see. Why have you brought me 
here?" "Two reasons," Abhora told him as she hungrily looked him over for a second time. "First, 
| want to see an example of your Maag-neg." He scanned the surrounding area and noticed a 
cooking fire with a young Trife roasting over it. Lord Caliber told her, "Watch." He moved to the 
fire, removed a small sack hidden in his robe, opened the leather pouch, and sprinkled silvery 
dust on the flames. He said, "This is one of my abilities. | shall show you what our dear Princess 
is up to." An image of a Commery ship sailing on open seas appeared within the flames. "Many 
of us can conjure images of our enemies. What dark art do you have that sets you apart from us?" 
she inquired. Lord Caliber placed his hands together, murmured a chant, and the fire burned 


hotter as the flames darkened to black. The fire rose from the pit and consumed the Trife, then 
the flames rose higher, and became a serpent that hissed at Abhora. She said, "This magic we 
can use. | believe you can join our group if you can survive the next test." He asked as he let his 
fire serpent die away, "Does the test have anything to do with why you brought me to your Drift 
Hut?" "It does. | have an unquenchable appetite for Necroms and since you are very similar, I am 
going to devour you." "Devour?" he uttered, glanced at her abode, turned back to her, and 
inquired, "Meaning?" "I will mate with you. If you can survive our copulation and I do not eat you 
during our mating, you and the others with you may live as long as you are useful to us," Abhora 
told him, then grabbed hold of him with her four arms, and questioned him, "What do you say to 
that?" Lord Caliber glanced at her Drift Hut again, then turned back to her, and stated, "I face 
death either way. | might as well seek a little pleasure." "I do not know if you will find pleasure in 
how | mate," she said as she pulled him close. "It was hard to tell in the past with the Necroms. 
They screamed a lot." "Let's hope the screaming was in ecstasy for my sake then," he told 
her. Abhora lifted him off the ground, cradled him in two of her arms, and then took him into her 
hut. Once they were inside, Abhora stood him on his feet, looked over his gray-black fur trimmed 
red robe, then she removed a dagger from her belt, and violently cut the robe and tore it from 
his body. The rented cloth fell to the floor, exposing his naked body to her ogling eyes. He didn't 
expect such rough treatment and was a little aroused by the idea of being at the mercy of this 
horrendously exotic creature. Before he could say anything, she pushed him down on the bed 
and then removed the dirty clothing covering her lower form. Abhora crawled to the bed and 
placed her larger cool body on top of his warm flesh. She bent to him and whispered, "Scream all 
you want and as loud as you want. | like it more when they scream." 


Back at the cage a few moments earlier... 


"Where did they go?" Avarice questioned one of the men with him. "I can no longer see 
them." The Shadow Dreadgon answered, "They have gone to consummate your 
agreement." "Consummate? What do you mean by..?" Avarice started to question, thought 
about it, and then he uttered, "By the Fires of Morgog! You don't mean..?" "Mean what, 
captain?" one of the men questioned. Avarice turned and sat down in one of the corners of the 
cage in shock as he answered, "Lord Caliber is going to make love to that thing." "You do not 
mean..?" "I do. How could he have sex with something so grotesque? It is like having sex with an 
animal." In the distance, they heard Lord Caliber scream in the pangs of agony and passion. 
Avarice felt ill. The Shadow Dreadgon ordered the other Shadow Races around him, "The rest of 
you stay here, | am going to go watch." The rest murmured their complaint that they would have 
to stay behind as the Shadow Dreadgon marched away. Loathen told those in the cage, "Do not 
despair. If Abhora finds pleasure with the one Man, she will also have her turn with 
you." "Someone kill me," Avarice said. Loathen leaned close and said, "Or if you wish, | could 
mate with you." Avarice's face went white as he stated, "Please kill me now." 


Chapter Nine 
Meeting Again 


Caldron Guards pitched King Solom's tent on the outskirts of those gathered in the Valley of 
Blood. A Northwestern wind rippled the tall Crimson Grass surrounding the clearing as the Duke 
of Shangra stood outside watching the crowds. Talk of the Serviatrix was on everyone's tongue. 
Soon Shangra City Guards were also pitching a tent for their Duke and the Duchess. A Messenger 
Hawk screamed in the sky above him then swooped and landed on the outstretched arm of a 
Shangra City Guard. The Necrom removed a small roll of paper from a wooden tube attached to 
the bird's leg, then walked to the Duke, and handed him the message. Votar took the paper, 
unrolled it, and then read the report. When he finished, he told the King, "All is well in 
Shangra." "One less thing you have to worry about," Solom told him then headed into the tent 
followed by the others. Votar stayed outside and looked to the clear sky as he shaded his feline 
eyes then after a few moments, he entered the tent and found the King, the KellyZing, Nirva, and 
his sister sitting among pillows eating the high sun meal. "What bothers you?" Solom questioned 
him as he wiped wine from his dark gray mustache and beard with a napkin. "Is it the 
Roth?" "That and..." Votar answered then shook his head. "Never mind." Solom frowned, 
knowing the Duke thought of Pluck. She seemed to be very constant on his mind. Solom asked 
him, "Do you wonder if Tabitha is the true Serviatrix? Do not fret, the Creator will reveal 
the prophesied one to us." Kabal sat with her arms crossed as she pouted. Gamemnon left her 
behind to be with that female Necrom. She thought he had intentions for her. Kabal wondered if 
he was hoping that Tabitha was the Serviatrix. If Tabitha turned out to be the Serviatrix, then 
Kabal standing with Gamemnon would be overshadowed by this younger Necrom. Kabal raised 
a platinum eyebrow as she contemplated the threat to her future. Zung ate a Cobalt Grape the 
size of his small head, and then he said, "I think it's too convenient that Tabitha arrived at Torlawn 
right into Gamemnon's grasp." "I agree with the KellyZing," Nirva stated as he stood and 
straightened his multi-colored robe. "The Duke of Torlawn has used dubious means to acquire 
what he desired like when he hired the Necrom assassin to try to kill Man's champion during the 
final contest of the Walk of the Gauntlet." "That was because of his hatred of Man," Kabal said in 
defense of Gamemnon. "He would never do anything to hurt one of his own." "I agree with the 
Duchess," Solom spoke, then looked to the KellyZing, and said, "The Duke would never betray his 
kind." Zung folded his four arms, expressing his objections. Votar had his doubts as he stroked 
his trimmed platinum beard. Outside the tent, two guards shouted, "Halt!" "I am Zenba, sister of 
Zung," they heard someone speak. "I believe my brother is within, and | wish to speak with 
him." Zung fluttered above the others, casting them in a green glow, then he flew out, and re- 
entered with a female KellyZing. He said, "Most of you know my sister, Zenba." "Greetings, 
KellyZing," Solom said as he bowed his head. "Greetings, King of the Necroms, Duke of Shangra, 
Duchess of Shangra, and Advisor Nirva," Zenba stated as she landed on the table, put two fingers 
to her forehead, next to her chest, then held out her palm in greeting. "If | may have a moment 
with my brother." "Of course," Solom replied and then he motioned to a private corner of the 
tent. Zenba pulled Zung aside to a small table then she whispered to him, "Pluck wishes to see 
you. She waits just beyond the valley." Zung started to blurt the Woman's name, but his sister 


shook her head. Zenba whispered, "Pluck doesn't want anyone to know she remained on 
Wellspring." Zung nodded, then returned to the others, and said, "Solom. Votar. There is a matter 
that needs my attention." "Ofcourse," Solom replied, and then he said, "Return when you are 
done." Zung bowed, then flew off with his sister and once outside, he blurted with his bottled 
excitement, "You won't believe how good this news is. Duke Gamemnon claims that he has found 
the Serviatrix, and that's why all these Races have gathered here. They have come to see Tabitha; 
they have come to see the Serviatrix for themselves." "Is there a possibility that Tabitha is..?" A 
commotion ahead of them interrupted Zenba's question and she asked her brother, "What's 
going on?" "I don't know," Zung answered. A crowd gathered around a female Necrom who was 
shouting, "Someone! | need help. A Dreadgon is badly injured on the cliff over there." Pluck 
pointed behind herself, and then she questioned, "Is there a doctor who will help me?" "It's 
Pluck!" Zenba shouted. Zung said, "| thought you said she didn't want anyone to know that she 
remained on Wellspring." "She didn't. Something must be wrong. Come!" Zenba shouted, and 
then she flew ahead to Pluck. A male Velum stepped from the crowd to Pluck and stated, "I am 
a doctor. Where is this Dreadgon?" "One moment," Pluck told him, then she turned to the rest 
of the crowd, searched its members, and then she questioned, "You four Dreadgons, can you 
assist us?" "Us?" one of the Dreadgons uttered as he pointed to himself. "Yes," Pluck replied. 
"The Dreadgon will need to be brought down here. Can you help?" He nodded as did the other 
three. "Quickly follow me," Pluck ordered, and then she headed toward the cliff. "What's 
happened?" Zenba questioned her once she reached Pluck's side. She whispered so not to alarm 
the others following them, "I was attacked. Fairah told me by Shadow Assassins." "Are you talking 
about the Shadow Races?" Zung exclaimed as he joined his sister in flight, then lowered his voice, 
and spoke, "I thought they were a myth." A question crossed his mind, and he asked, "Who 
is Fairah?" Once they left the clearing with the tents, Pluck pushed her way through the Crimson 
Grass that came up to her shoulders. She told him, "I'll tell you about her later or perhaps your 
sister can explain." A herd of Field Giraffe slowly moved out of their way as they continued to 
graze. Pluck pressed on as she led their small band of rescuers and after about a quarter of a nal, 
Pluck started up the rugged path into Deluge. She prayed they were in time to save the injured 
Dreadgon. Back in Solom's tent and mites after the KellyZings left... Votar stood from their high 
sun meal, stretching and yawning. "I'm going for a walk," he said and then he mumbled, "Try to 
clear my head." "Don't be gone too long," Solom told him. "I will be requesting Gamemnon and 
Tabitha's presence shortly." "I won't," Votar replied, then walked out, and noticed a commotion 
not far from the tent. He continued to the small crowd who surrounded a female Necrom. Votar 
saw who she was and his heart leapt both for joy and sorrow. He felt fearful that Pluck would see 
him, so he ducked beside a tent, and watched her as she pleaded with the crowd. Votar 
wondered why she didn't leave with Man. His heart pounded harder as he was excited to see her 
and yet terrified of how she would react once she saw him. Pluck led some of those of the crowd, 
and Votar followed but kept his distance. She led the group through the valley, up a path into 
Deluge, and through the humid yellow rain forest to a wounded Dreadgon. Songs of birds and 
calls of animals filled the air. He hid among some saffron shrubs, debating whether or not he 
should let her know of his presence. The Velum doctor galloped ahead of the group on his four 
cone shaped legs and placed his small fingers against the great Dreadgon's wrist. "Is he still 
alive?" Pluck asked the toadstool creature. "His heart beats," the Velum answered. "Quickly, 
move him to my tent out of this damp weather. Some of the gashes are deep, but he should 


live." Pluck watched as they carried away the badly injured Dreadgon then turned as Zung flew 
to her. "You did not leave," the male KellyZing uttered. "We were so sure you had left with your 
Prince." "We?" Pluck questioned. "Yes, Solom, Votar, and |." "Oh," she muttered as her heart 
filled with sorrow at the mention of the Duke's name. "No, | didn't leave. There is something | 
must know." She paused and then said, "Zenba and | were heading to Caldron to speak with 
Solom when your sister sensed your presence and we came here. Why are all these Races 
gathering in the valley?" "Me know," Quip said as he scurried in from the surrounding jungle. 
"They come see one claiming Serviatrix. Her Tabitha." "Yes," Zung agreed. "Gamemnon 
discovered her." "Oh," Pluck muttered again as she never considered another would come 
forward claiming to be the Serviatrix. If this other female fulfilled the revelations... She 
questioned, "Does Tabitha meet the prophecy?" "In some ways, yes," Zung replied as he fluttered 
in front of her with his butterfly wings. "But some parts like you are unknown, at least by me. 
Who can fathom what Gamemnon knows and hasn't revealed?" Zenba nudged her and then said, 
"Tell my brother why we have come." Fairah stepped from the jungle and the Sceld reflected the 
high sun's light like dancing sparkles on water. She glanced at the male KellyZing who was 
apparently Zenba's brother and then stated, "I take it it is safe for me to come out?" "Yes, I'm 
sorry. | should have said something earlier," Pluck spoke and then motioned for her to 
join them. "This is Fairah, one of the Immortals," Zenba told her brother. Still in his hiding place, 
Votar's citron eyes widened. There were now two Immortals on Wellspring. JuJu the Necrom and 
this Woman, Fairah. Zenba flew to Fairah, casting her pearl white hair in a green glow. Zenba told 
her brother, "She journeyed from Pluck's homeland Fletching and arrived a few sun's cycles ago. 
Fairah was born on Wellspring." "She's an Immortal?" Zung uttered in a gasp. "She is what you 
wanted to tell me about?" "No," Pluck answered, and then she stated, "You and the King must 
know that the Cursed have escaped." Fearful of their enemy, the Sceld whistled like a flute 
playing a flight piece. "Tell me more," Zung exclaimed as his teal eyes widened, and then he 
questioned, "How long ago did they escape?" "We do not know how long ago," Fairah answered 
as she stroked the silver-metallic gown down the side of her hip to calm the Sceld. "Zung, can you 
request a private audience with Solom for me?" Pluck asked. "Right now I don't want anyone else 
to know I'm here?" She added, "Some meetings would be too painful to have." Within his hiding 
spot, Votar bowed his head, knowing she spoke of him. "I will right away," Zung told her and then 
flew off. Pluck turned to the Trife and questioned him, "Quip, what were you able to 
learn?" "Races come see Serviatrix. Not all believe she her." Quip tilted his rat head and then he 
asked Pluck, "You want meet with, see yourself? During part of sun's cycle, Tabitha meets races, 
see her then." "Not now. | want to know more about her before we meet," Pluck replied, then 
knelt to him, and asked, "Quip, can you poke around some more and see what you can learn? 
Can you see how much of the prophecy she fulfills?" "Me will. Most ignore Quip. Me hear many 
things, even things some might not want me hear," he stated and then he scurried off. "What do 
we do in the meantime?" Zenba questioned. "Find a place to set up camp some distance away 
from here," Pluck answered. Fairah shaded her white eyes as she scanned the surrounding area. 
She said, "Many things would have changed since my time here, but | should know of a place 
within the Valley of Blood. Us Immortals do know good hiding places." Pluck said, "Lead 
on." Zenba flew alongside Fairah and struck up a conversation by saying, "Pluck tells me it's been 
a longtime since you've been on Wellspring. Have you come across any more of the 
Immortals?" "No," Fairah replied as they went on. The Sceld flowed about her body like ripples 


on a pond then it giggled with delight like a flute. Fairah thought about the KellyZing's question, 
and then she asked, "Do they no longer counsel the Races?" Zenba gripped her Zingium spear as 
she answered, "No, they vanished after Man fled Wellspring." "If this is so, gathering them may 
be harder than | thought," Fairah replied. "Why did they go into hiding?" The two continued as 
Pluck paused, hearing movement in the surrounding rain forest. She scanned the area then raised 
her hand over her shoulder and grabbed the hilt of the Lux strapped to her back. She didn't draw 
the sword and after a few moments, she lowered her hand when she sensed no danger and 
start- ed after the others. Votar ducked deeper into the shadows when she turned his way, and 
his heart pounded in fear and joyous sorrow. He would have to decide whether or not to let her 
leave again. Votar heard her walk off into the distance, descending toward the Crimson Grass. 
He wouldn't be a coward. Votar decided he would face what he had done, and so he stepped 
from the shrubs as he shouted, "Wait!" She stopped after taking a few steps down the incline as 
a shuddered of anticipated dread and joy- filled fear rolled up her spine. That voice... It couldn't 
be. Pluck slowly turned and saw Votar standing behind her. Her first instinct was to run and flee 
from him before he came after her with all his hate-inflated fury. She fought the urge and held 
her ground, and then she took a few steps back and stood at the top. Pluck knew this moment 
would come just not this soon. Her heart felt heavy again as sadness poured back into it. He 
waited for her to say something but when she didn't, he stated, "I see you didn't leave with 
your Prince." Votar moved toward her a few steps, lessening the great distance between them 
as he questioned, "Why did you stay?" Pluck didn't know what to tell him and remained quiet as 
she glanced around the area for his guards. He had threatened to kill any of Man who remained 
on Wellspring. She feared he would go through with his threat. Anxiety and confusion over his 
purpose for confronting her pressed against his chest while images of Pluck's trial in Shangra filled 
his mind. He relived the moments when his sister ordered that one of the guards expose her back 
to the courtroom before Pluck was to be flogged. Votar remembered the harsh punishment he 
allowed to be sentenced on Pluck and how his heart was filled with conflicting emotions. He 
felt sick at the thought that she would have received numerous lashes over top of already hate- 
inflicted scars if Nirva had not stepped in and mentioned some Archaic Law he had never heard 
of. The anxiety and confusion made his feelings whirl in maddening revulsion, and he ended up 
lashing out at her as if he was a whip of discord. Votar had planned if he ever came upon her 
again, he would apologize to her, but instead, he screamed at her, "You should not be here! Have 
any of the others of your repulsive kind stayed? Do | need to send my guards and search for 
stragglers or other would-be assassins? You are here to kill me, are you not?" When she decided 
to stay on Wellspring, Pluck knew she would have to face her accusers and judges again. Pluck 
had decided when she separated herself from her Prince that she wouldn't retreat from 
the Necrom's anger or their hatred, so she stood firmly in place and took his malicious words like 
poisoned arrows. Pluck said nothing to his accusations. She didn't know what to say, so she let 
her silence speak for her. "Did | not say Man had ten sun's cycles to leave Wellspring and after 
that, | would hunt them down and kill the whole lot?" Votar questioned and then continued ina 
rant, "I have a mind to call all the Necroms who have gathered in the Valley of Blood and let them 
know that a Woman walks among them. You have no right to be here. Why did you stay?" He 
took a few more steps toward her and continued to yell, "Have you come seeking my forgiveness 
for all the lies you told me? Have you come to beg for your life? Or did your Prince send you to 
enact Man's revenge upon me for all they had to endure while they were in 


Shangra's care?" Pluck remained in her quiet stance, listening to the rage and hurt in his voice. 
Could hatred alone incite this violent explosion of indictments? She wanted to apologize for 
everything he was accusing her of for she felt bad about the situation they were both in, but it 
was his apology she was seeking, not his forgiveness. If Necroms hadn't hated her people with 
such maliciousness, the two of them wouldn't be in this position right now. But didn't her own 
people hate the Necroms as much as they hated them? Votar told her, "Even if you have come 
seeking my forgiveness, | will not give it to you." He pointed at her as he shouted, "You lied to me 
the moment you met me and continued your masquerade all the way till you stab me in the heart 
with your declaration of your origin. Do you know what you did to me when you confessed to 
being a vile Woman?" Votar waited for her reply to his charges as he heaved from the exertion 
of lashing out at her. She said nothing to him. Pluck let him stand there in ear ringing silence and 
stew in his own indignation. There was no victory on her face. There was no declaration of 
triumph in her eyes. And her lips... The lips he wanted so badly in the past to caress with his own 
were sealed. He questioned her, "Why don't you say something? Why don't you come to your 
own defense?" Anguish filled her heart as he continued his verbal assault, and she felt tears 
welling up in her eyes. Pluck remained steadfast and continued to take his attacks without 
retaliation. Everything that he was saying was mean and hurtful and even if she wanted to say 
something back to him, it would change nothing. Would any words take back the events that led 
them to this point? Pluck hated what she did to Votar, but she would commit her unintentional 
ruse again, for in the end, it was the only thing that saved her people. He took several more steps 
to her till he was about two arm lengths away. Votar saw a single tear trickle down her furry 
cheek, and it vanquished his rage. His countenance changed and he remembered why he had 
followed her. Votar questioned her, "Why have you said nothing?" She looked deep into his 
fiercely fixated eyes. The citron color of them made them look like two suns burning over a deeply 
green forest. Pluck loved those eyes. They were the only things she could freely profess within 
her heart to loving without any hesitation or doubt. She closed her own eyes as his question laid 
in the air between them like a phantom of endless query. He deserved some sort of answer from 
her, but all she could muster was to ask him a question of her own in return, "What do you want 
me to say?" The moment she spoke to him his spirit leapt like a Six Legged Gazelle in the spring 
of his youth while his mind seared in its aversion of her. Votar moved forward again, bridging the 
gap between them, but he only bridged the physical distance and not the emotional one. He 
grabbed both of her hands before she reacted to his unanticipated actions and then he told her 
in a calm voice, "I want you to tell me that you didn't lie to me. | want you to tell me that you 
care about me and that all that you did against me was to save your people and not to hurt me. 
| want you to tell me that you... | want you to say that you..." This time she watched as the words 
that he had spat like flowing venom halted as if damned up. His present behavior baffled her. 
Votar wasn't seeking revenge or an apology from her. He wanted something else. Pluck looked 
down at his furry hands as he earnestly grasped her half bare ones. She thought he would tear 
into her the moment he was close enough, but he almost seemed concerned and... Dare she 
think it? Votar seemed to care for her as much as he had when he professed his love for her on 
the Cascade Terrace. A moment of joy filled her heart, but it was soon overshadowed by doubt. 
Was this an attempt to make her drop her guard? His words from before made it clear that he 
hated her kind. Was this..? "Duke Votar!" someone shouted, pulling Pluck from her 
thoughts. "My guards are coming," Votar stated. "I need to hurry." Pluck looked in the direction 


of where the voice hailed from and thought that her suspicions might have been warranted. This 
could easily be a trap. He had her in his firm grasp. Would he let her go or imprison her again? She 
told Votar, "Release me." "I can't, not until we have finished... not until we have spoken 
about..." "Release me," she said in more earnest. "I can't," he told her as Pluck tried to pull away. 
"| must make you understand..." "Understand what?" she questioned as she pulled again, trying 
to pry herself free. "I understand that you have called your guards upon me, and they'll be here 
at any moment and take me prisoner again. Do you plan on going through with the punishment 
your sister pronounced upon me?" He stared into her face and saw that the one who moments 
ago stood before him unyieldingly taking his verbal attacks now stood before him meek and 
afraid. Her words hit him like desperate and wounded fists as Votar heard the fear within each 
syllable. The more she talked, the more her words flew from her mouth in a panic. Pluck truly 
was afraid of him and what unknown plans he had for her. The shock over her misunderstanding 
slapped him in the face. She didn't understand his true intentions, but he realized he had gone 
at her like a rabid White-masked Raccoon. What should he expect from her but the frightened 
Woman before him? He released one of her hands as he pleaded with her, "Don't go. There's so 
much | want to tell you, but | have little time before we're interrupted. | have said much to you 
since we have met again and much of what | said to you was out of a wounded heart. You who | 
saw as a moon to my night and a gentle breeze to my day. You destroyed everything | envisioned 
of you... no, about us when you showed me your hand that bled the vile red blood." He noticed 
her wounded shoulder and the vile liquid he had mention covered the claw marks. He wanted to 
heal her pain, but he was also afraid of what her blood meant to him. It was what caused hatred 
to take up residence where there had only been room for love. Votar turned away from the sight 
and focused on the thing that had caused their separation. Pluck thought he seemed near tears 
as he continued. She wanted to console him, but she was the reason for his misery. "This very 
hand," Votar continued as he lifted her left hand and looked at the small cut on her index finger. 
"| hate this hand with all my being for it was the one that betrayed your true origins to me. | hate 
this hand," he said as he lovingly lifted it and stroked it across his cheek. "I hate this atrocity that 
bears the skin of your kind so much so | want to rip it from your arm. | want to cut it from your 
limp and devour it so it exists no more." Again, Pluck wanted to flee into the grass. She was afraid 
he would do as he said and hurt her again. "Do you understand the hate I have toward this hand?" 
Votar asked her as he peered into her emerald green eyes. Those eyes that first caught his gaze 
now haunted him as windows to the truth that lay beneath them. She was a Woman. Votar felt 
his rage return, but then he saw in those intoxicating eyes a terror so mirrored that he also feared 
what they reflected. He saw his grim expression in them till she shook her head and pulled against 
his grasp again. Pluck thought she was going to die in the burning glare of his revulsion. He hated 
her; there was no denying it, and all she wanted to do was run away. "Don't say it!" she screamed. 
"| know you hate me; it's as plain as the snarl on your face." Pluck pleaded, "Don't say it. Let me 
go and you don't ever have to see me again." "You don't understand," he told her as he realized 
how it all sounded. He tried to make her understand by saying, "I hate the hand, but I..." "Duke 
Votar!" the guard shouted again and he was much closer this time. Angry that they were 
interrupted for a second time, Votar shouted, "| am here! Now be silent!" The two of them could 
hear many moving their way through the Crimson Grass below them after Votar yelled to them. 
She positioned herself so that she faced the Valley of Blood and Votar had his back to it. Pluck 
and Votar stood there an arm's length away as his words that didn't mimic his heart tore them 


further apart. He had to make her understand before it was too late and they had an audience 
to their drama. Votar told her in a frenzy as dwindling time pressed him on, "Listen to me, | 
sounded angry when | first started talking to you, but that wasn't what | intended." Pluck stopped 
her attempt to flee as she inquired, "What did you intend?" "From the moment you left Shangra 
for the last time, my mind and heart have been conflicted over how | feel about you," he spoke 
as he placed her left hand over his heart, and then he stated, "I want to tell you that I..." "There 
you are, my lord," the Shangra Guard stated as he left the Valley of Blood and reached the top of 
the incline. "Yes, | am here," Votar replied with a bit of irritation as he turned to the guard. He 
felt Pluck pull her hand free of him when six more guards marched up the incline. Votar 
questioned his guards, "Why have you come?" "King Solom has summoned you to his tent and 
when we couldn't find you, we became concerned and formed a group to come look for 
you." Votar commanded him, "I want you to return to King Solom and let him know l'Il be there 
shortly as soon as | have finished talking with her." "Her, my lord?" "Yes, her," Votar said as he 
turned and motioned to the spot where Pluck once stood. He noticed her barefoot tracks headed 
into the rainforest. She had left him again. "Who were you talking to?" the guard inquired of him 
and when he saw the tracks in the muddy clearing, the guard questioned, "Should | go after 
her?" "No," Votar answered as he realized how he phragged up his one chance to make amends 
with Pluck. He regrettably stated, "It doesn't matter now. I'm on my way to King Solom's tent and 
you will accompany me." "Yes, my lord," the guard stated, then he called the others who had 
come with him, and they encircled the Duke as they returned. Votar went with them, wondering 
if he might get a chance to explain things to Pluck. He desperately wanted a chance to tell her 
how he truly felt about her. His first attempt had gone drastically wrong. If he could weed through 
his own confusion and tell her, what would she think of him now? Why did his tongue betray his 
heart in such a vicious way? 


Chapter Ten 


Bittersweet Feelings 


Crimson Grass sped by Pluck as she raced away from the rainforest, following the trail of 
Fairah through the tall grass. She ran for some time before she came upon her standing outside 
of a cave. Fairah sensed her presence before she could see her for the Mystic Rose had become 
a part of Pluck. She thought Pluck came to tell her some important news but instead, the younger 
woman flung her arms around her and started crying. Pluck bottled up much of her resentment 
and sorrow over the events that transpired on Wellspring, but after her conversation with Votar, 
all those emotions flooded out of her as if she was a sieve. She wept bitterly on Fairah's shoulder 
as Fairah consoled her as much as she could without knowing the circumstances of her 
anguish. After much weeping, Fairah pulled away from her and questioned her, "What is a child? 
What makes ye grieve so?" "It's nothing," Pluck told her as she held on to her with her trembling 
hands. "Do not lie to me," Fairah snapped, more upset with her failings of not seeing the pain 
Pluck was in than angry with her. "I can see that ye's heart is torn, and it grieves me to see it so. 
Tell me what happened. Does it have anything to do with the Necrom ye were speaking 
to?" Pluck broke down and told Fairah everything that had transpired since they shipwrecked on 


Wellspring. She told her of the vow Edward gave her if she would save his wife. She told her of 
his betrayal when he gave his wife his first kiss and later the betrayal when Commander Avarice 
had her flogged. Pluck told her of her journey deep into Wellspring and coming upon the 
KellyZings who saved her from the grasp of death. She told her of going to Shangra the Great City 
and standing before Duke Votar. Pluck explained the mixed feelings she had for Votar and his 
seemingly mirroring feelings he had for her. She explained to Fairah that she knew of his hatred 
for her kind, so she kept her distance and tried not to lead him on, but for some reason, he 
proclaimed his love for her. Votar later rescinded that love when he pronounced judgment on 
her. "I thought | had put all that behind me when I left Shangra, but seeing him again has brought 
back those bittersweet feelings and agonizing moments of betrayal. How can his love be so 
intense that he would want to make me his wife after only knowing me a few sun's cycles? How 
can that same love be turned around in one moment and he would want to kill me where | stand? 
| have to be cursed. It is unbearable." Fairah felt horrible for placing the curse upon Pluck and 
causing the woman such grief. For the first time in a long time, she wept, not like when she shed 
a single tear when Pluck left her and the temple. Tears flowed down her ghostly cheeks like 
crystals glimmering in the sun. The sight shocked Pluck who had never seen her cry so or even 
show a sorrow-filled emotion. Fairah had seemed detached from her when she first came to live 
at the temple with her long ago, but as the seasons went by, Fairah became more attached and 
Pluck to her. Fairah spent more time with her little by little and even played games with the child 
Pluck. She was very fond of Fairah, and it hurt Pluck to see that sadness could afflict her too. "Why 
are you crying?" Pluck questioned her as she reached up and touched the side of her 
adopted mother's face in a heartfelt display of endearment. The tears continue to flow and a few 
of them ran across Pluck's hand. She pulled her arm back and looked at her palm where the tears 
rested. The tears just didn't look like crystals, they had hardened and formed smooth rain-drop 
shaped milky-white crystalline forms. Pluck held them as she would a baby bird and felt the 
sincere downcast sentiments they encased. The tears pulsed and fed to her Fairah's grief; it 
was as if she drowned in her mother's sorrow like they had become one person. Fairah saw her 
own emotions seeping into Pluck and moved her hand so that she knocked the tears to the 
ground. The tears shattered as they hit and disintegrated as if they never existed. "Ye should 
never hold on to another's grief," Fairah told her. "Each being has enough of it that they do not 
need to be overwhelmed by another's." Pluck stared at her as if she pulled from a trance, and 
then she nodded. It was fine to comfort one in sorrow and help them through it by sharing in 
their grief, but to hold on to another's grief... It was very draining. The tears continued to flow 
down Fairah's face but they did lessen. "Did | cause these tears?" Pluck questioned her, fearing 
she was the answer. "Did | create sadness within you?" She studied Fairah's expression, and then 
Pluck remembered only moments earlier she basically accused Fairah of causing her grief. Pluck 
uttered, "I didn't mean..." She grabbed hold of Fairah's hands and held them firmly as she 
continued, "I would never say... Please forgive me. Please forgive me if you thought | was 
accusing you of my sorrow." "These tears are long overdue," Fairah told her as she squeezed her 
hands in return. "I realized the moment I placed the hex upon ye long ago that | condemned ye 
to a life of loneliness. | had hoped being amongst those here on Wellspring who look like ye would 
ease ye's pain, but | see that it has only deepened it. | am the one who must seek your 
forgiveness. | am the one who implores ye to forgive me for the form | cursed ye with." Pluck 
chuckled, and then she said, "Are we not the pair?" She dropped her mother's hands, turned, and 


took a step toward the Crimson Grass. She stared at it rippling with the gentle breeze, and then 
she spoke, "Each of us is seeking forgiveness from the other, but | believe that neither one of us 
feels that the other needs to be forgiven." Pluck turned and faced her as she said, "Fairah, to me 
you are the mother | never knew. Please know that | don't blame you for this form that | have, 
but | am a bit thankful to you." "For what?" Fairah questioned her. "If you had not hexed me, | 
may have been cast aside as | neared adulthood within the Fletching Court. If | did not have this 
cursed form, | would not have traveled with Edward and have been able to save him and our 
people. This form may have caused me loneliness, but it's also given me great abilities and 
a means to save our people." Pluck didn't know what else to say so she somewhat changed the 
subject and said, "You once told me that the Mystic Rose chose me, and now it resides within 
me. There's so much | don't know. Later when there's time, | want you to teach me about the 
Mystic Rose and what it means to be chosen by her. Maybe you can even tell me about my sword 
the Lux. | believe there's much more for me to learn, and | believe | must learn about it all." Fairah 
smiled and her tears stop as she spoke, "You have given me my penance, and | accept it with 
a glad heart. Not only shall | be ye's mother, but | shall also be ye's teacher and instruct ye in all 
ye need to know, for | believe ye were meant for great things." The two of them hugged again, 
but understanding and joy swelled from their embrace as the sorrows that filled their hearts fled 
with the pouring on of happiness. Fairah shed a few more tears and these she collected 
herself. "Hold out ye's hand?" Fairah commanded her. Pluck did so and Fairah dropped the 
crystal tears in her palm. The sentiment within them also fed into Pluck, and she smiled. "Joy is 
something ye must always share with others," Fairah instructed her. "Hold on to these and if ever 
a time comes when all seems lost, remove them and hold on to them. My joy from this moment 
shall fill ye." Pluck nodded and placed the tears on her person for safe keeping. She questioned 
as she stepped away from Fairah, "Where is Zenba?" "She went in search of food. She said that 
she was growing hungry and that she would be back any..." "Pluck!" Zenba shouted as she flew 
to the cave. "I found clusters of wild Cobalt Grapes growing on the other side of the Crimson 
Grass. | brought as much as | could carry." She flew towards them overburden with the two 
clusters she grasped and at times, she seemed to fall from the sky, but then Zenba was able 
to gain altitude again and continue to fly towards them. The two of them ate as Fairah watched. 
Sometime later, Zung flew in from the Crimson Grass. He joined in as they ate. "I have gained an 
audience with King Solom as you requested," he informed Pluck. "We should leave now if we are 
to speak with him in private—" he said as he pulled off a grape and bit into the fruit that was huge 
to him, "—or at least as soon as we finish." "We will need a way to disguise Fairah," Zenba said. 
"She is of Man and all white. She might stick out." "No need to worry," Fairah told her. "The Sceld 
| wear can change its form, and | only need to think it to make it so." The Sceld shimmered as 
Fairah communicated with it. The material lengthened and covered her arms to her fingertips. A 
hood grew out of the back material, and Fairah lifted it and covered her face. The three finished 
the grapes and then the four of them headed for Solom's tent which was on the outskirts of the 
encampment. 


At King Solom's tent... 


Duke Gamemnon and Tabitha entered the tent unannounced. A few of the King's guards were 
within, but no one else. The ranking guard moved and stopped Gamemnon near the 
entrance. The guard questioned, "Why do you enter unannounced?" "It is fine," Solom spoke. 


"Let them by. Sometimes Gamemnon in his excitement forgets protocol." "You are correct, my 
King," Gamemnon said and then added, "I hope you would not mind the intrusion, but you did 
wish to speak with Tabitha, and | thought now would be a good time." Solom sat in a travel throne 
he transported with him when he left the castle for more than a few sun's cycles. He stated, "I 
will speak with her now." Solom motioned with his hand as he commanded, "Come sit by me, 
child, and let me have a good look at you." Tabitha went and sat across from the King, and she 
couldn't contain her excitement as she sat across from her sire. Tabitha wanted to ask him many 
things, but Gamemnon prepared a certain script she needed to follow, and she would do so 
grateful the Duke had found her. Solom noticed her pleased expression, but he had other things 
on his mind than what goes on in the thoughts of a young Necrom, so he inquired of her, "What 
other prophecies do you fulfill, my dear, other than the ones that were mentioned the first time 
we met?" She glanced at Gamemnon, he nodded, and then she answered, "I am a Daughter of a 
King." "A daughter of a King?" Solom uttered, surprised to hear such a thing. "Which King? Are 
you referring to the Roth King?" "No," she replied. "I am referring to my sire. | am referring to 
you, my lord." "Me?" Solom exclaimed as he shook his head, not believing the words he heard. 
He had no children, he had no heir. Solom stated, "This is not possible. You cannot be my child." 
He glanced over her and thought he saw a little bit of himself in her face, and so he ordered, "Tell 
me who your mother was." "My mother's name was Merita. The female Roth who raised me told 
me that was her name. She also told me that Merita had white fur striped by black and black hair 
that flowed down to the back of her knees." "No, this is not possible," Solom said as he rose to 
his feet and moved away from Tabitha and turned his back to her. "Merita was a servant of mine. 
One of my chamber maids. She was beautiful and had 
the longest hair, and | did love her one night. She disappeared the next day, and | never heard fr 
om her again." He turned and faced Tabitha and questioned her, "Are you saying that you are the 
product of that night. Are you saying that you are my daughter?" "I am, father," she answered. 
"| have longed to see you since | discovered that you are my sire. | have loved you before | met 
you. Please accept me. Please accept me as your daughter. 1..." A glowing ball of green light 
interrupted her as Zung flew in and announced, "I bring Pluck as you instructed. Oh... You have 
guests. Maybe we should..." Pluck entered along with Zenba and the hooded Fairah. Gamemnon 
snapped, "We are in the middle of a meeting. You should not be here. You need to leave at 
once." Pluck glanced at the female Necrom who stood across from her and nearly mirrored her 
appearance. She uttered, "Is this she? Is this Tabitha, the one Gamemnon claims is the 
Serviatrix?" "I do not claim," Gamemnon stated. "She is the one and you are the false one." "This 
is her?" Tabitha inquired, repeating Pluck's exact words. Tabitha moved and circled Pluck. 
She grabbed Pluck's hands as if they were friends and lifted her arms to get a better look at her. 
Tabitha said to Gamemnon, "She does look somewhat like me. Her hair is different, her markings 
are different, and her face is different, but we could be sisters." Pluck didn't know what to do or 
say and allowed herself to be handled like a doll on display. Gamemnon told Tabitha, "You must 
remember that she is the false one, my dear. She is one you should not be friends with or sisters 
with." "Maybe the Duke is right," Pluck finally broke her silence. "Maybe we should come back 
another time." "Nonsense," Fairah spoke up. "Now would be a very good time to speak with the 
King now that the two claiming to be the Serviatrix are here. Let us put the two of ye to the test 
and clear this up right now." "We can clear this up right now with one question," Gamemnon 
stated, and then he questioned Pluck, "Are you the daughter of a King?" Pluck felt that she had 


been put on the spot and that she was being judged, but she would not run away from it and she 
replied, "I am not." "That is not true," Fairah said, and then she added, "Ye do not know who ye's 
father is, so you do not know if you are a daughter of a King." "You are a bayerd then," 
Gamemnon stated. "Duke Gamemnon!" Solom exclaimed. "I do not want you to utter that file 
word again. Am | understood?" Gamemnon bowed his head to him and answered, "It will not 
come from my mouth again, my King. | apologize for using such a foul word." Pluck leaned to 
Fairah and inquired of her, "What does that word mean?" Fairah replied, "The closest translation 
in ye's language is bastard." Pluck glared at Gamemnon but said nothing. Gamemnon lifted his 
arms and declared, "The false one the KellyZings brought cannot declare her lineage so that point 
is moot." "What about the scarred rose?" Zenba inquired. "Does Tabitha bear a scarred 
rose?" "Yes, she does," he replied, and then he ordered her, "Come here my dear and show 
them." Tabitha walked over and then showed everyone the palm of her hand where a red 
blemish had marked her since birth. It had a scar over its center. "See," Gamemnon stated. "See 
she does bear a scarred rose." Zung turned his head side to side as he examined the blemish, and 
then he said, "I don't see it. All | see is a red birthmark that kind of looks like a blob." "I have to 
agree," Zenba added. "It doesn't look like a rose or any sort of flower." "Ofcourse it does!" 
Gamemnon retorted. "Are you saying that Pluck has a scarred rose." "She.." Zenba started, and 
then she glanced at her friend who shook her head. If she claimed that Pluck had this scarred 
rose, Pluck would have to show it to those in the tent and Pluck was still sensitive about having 
the Mystic Rose on her back and the numerous scars that covered it. Zenba said no more, fear- ing 
she may have said too much. "I think it is best that I talk to you one at a time," Solom said and 
then he added, "We do not need a war to break out in my tent and comparing the fulfillment of 
prophecy is a moot point right now until we have found all of the prophecies of the Serviatrix. 
Many are still missing." Gamemnon questioned, "Who will you send away? You should send them 
away and speak to us first. We were here before they entered." He was sure that the King would 
pick Tabitha for Solom just discovered that she was his daughter. Solom thought about it, and 
then he answered, "I will send you and Tabitha away. | will speak with Pluck first. She requested 
an audience and followed procedure, and so | will honor that. Please take Tabitha and leave, 
Duke Gamemnon." Everyone in the tent could tell that Gamemnon was not too thrilled with the 
King's decision, but he bowed to him and exited with Tabitha. Pluck waited a few moments 
before she approached the King. It was hard seeing him again. He had known she was of Man 
because they had told him many sun's cycles ago when Pluck had gone to his castle. She had seen 
his hatred for her race back then but knew he was still good and kind. Pluck began, "King Solom, 
| would like to introduce you to my adopted mother, Fairah." She lowered her voice as she 
declared, "She is one of the Immortals. She arrived a few sun's cycles ago." Solom turned to 
Fairah and looked her over as she lowered her hood to reveal herself to him. She was clearly of 
Man, but there was an Immortal for each one of the races, so it was to be expected. Solom 
had reconsidered his position on hating man since his time with Pluck for he thought she was the 
Serviatrix. Now that another claimed to be the Serviatrix, one that was a Necrom, he wasn't sure 
of Pluck's claim to the position. He no longer saw her as something to hate. He had no ill will 
toward any Man at that point and gladly greeted the Immortal. "I and all of Wellspring welcome 
your return. We don't see too many of your brothers and sisters walking among us since the time 
Man departed," he said, and then he questioned, "Do you bring good tidings or ill 
biddings?" Fairah answered, "I do bring you good tidings for | brought with me, Pluck, who is the 


true Serviatrix, but as you said, | cannot prove this until all the prophecies have been 
rediscovered. | also bring you ill biddings, for the Cursed have broken free of their imprisonment 
and have entered the lands of Wellspring again." "The Cursed?" Solom uttered and then he 
stroked his dark gray beard as he added, "This is an ill bidding. Now | see why those seeking hope 
have gathered in the Valley of Blood. They may not understand it, but they have gathered to face 
the darkness." Zung lingered on what Gamemnon had spoken earlier, and he uttered angrily, "Do 
not take to heart what the Duke said to you, King Solom. He is full of lies and the one he brought 
called Tabitha isn't the Serviatrix but the false one." "Yes, my brother speaks true," Zenba added. 
"| know Pluck is the one we've been looking for. | know it with all my soul." Fairah said, "I have 
not been on Wellspring all that long, but | can tell you that Pluck..." "Wait!" Pluck shouted, and 
then she told them all, "We cannot say that. By saying that, you're claiming that I'm the true 
Serviatrix and yet | am not a daughter of a King. | might fulfill some of the prophecies, but only 
the true one will fulfill all of them." She turned to Zenba and questioned her, "This is correct. This 
is what you've told me" "It is what | have told you," Zenba replied, and then she said, "All of 
Wellspring will know the true one for she will fulfill all prophecies." Pluck turned around and 
asked him, "You look as if you have received some disturbing... or maybe unexpected news." 
Pluck paused as she let her words sink in and as she reconsidered whether or not to ask him her 
next question. She had to know so she said, "Gamemnon implied that Tabitha fulfilled the 
prophecy of the Daughter of a King. Did they tell you who Tabitha's father was?" "They did. They 
did indeed," Solom replied. "Will you tell us who her father is?" Pluck asked then she noticed his 
reaction to her question, and so she added, "If you do not wish to tell us, that is by all means your 
right. Maybe some things are too..." Zung insisted, "King Solom cannot keep this information 
from us. We must know if Tabitha has any claim. We must know so that we can investigate the 
matter and see if Duke Gamemnon speaks truthful." Pluck saw how deeply upset Solom reacted 
to the male KellyZing's inquiries, and so she said, "No, we will drop the matter now. If the King 
wanted to tell us, he would." Solom could see the confusion Pluck went through over another 
possible Serviatrix, and he felt sorry for the Woman who forsook her people to stay on 
Wellspring. He at least owed her an answer, and he finally spoke, "It is not that | do not want to 
tell you, it is only that it is hard to say out loud. Duke Gamemnon along with Tabitha claim that 
she is my daughter." One of the guards from outside came in and announced, "Duke Votar is 
here, my King." Votar was just outside the tent when the King uttered the revelation, and he 
overheard the shocking news. Votar said, "Tabitha is your daughter? What proof do they 
have?" Everyone in the tent turned to him as the Duke of Shangra uttered his questions. Pluck's 
heart skipped in happiness as she saw Votar, then she remembered their last encounter, and her 
heart turned to dread. 

"The only proof they presented was to mention a female Necrom that | knew long ago," Solom 
replied. "There is a way to prove that ye are her sire," Fairah stated. "I can use Maag- 

llee to confirm or deny their claim." "We should do it right away," Zung urged. "Before any more 
rumors spread that Tabitha is the Serviatrix." Pluck noticed that the King was a little wobbly on 
his feet and moved to him right before he fell forward. She caught him and steadied him back on 
his feet. The Captain of the Caldron Guards moved to his King's side. "My lord!" "I am fine now," 
Solom told him, and then he said, "Quite a bit has happened today, and | believe my old heart 
cannot take any more, so we will put off Tabitha's lineage for now." Solom looked to the 
Woman who had her arms around him and saw how concerned she looked. He didn't know what 


to say to her, so he posed a question, "Do you bring any more news?" "News? I think you need 
to sit. Please let me help you to your chair." The King complied as she assisted him in returning 
to his travel throne. She knelt beside him as he sat and looked up at him. Pluck had fond heart 
felts for the King like those she had for Han. Her daughter-like feelings she had for the King were 
not deep rooted as with Han but budding out like new leaves. She placed her hand to his. His 
hand was cold, so she squeezed it slightly, trying to warm it. Solom smiled down at her and she 
returned his sentiment. He asked her again, "Do you bring any more news?" He also stated, "Zung 
has told me that you have your tail again. He told me the Creator smiled upon you and allowed 
it to grow back." Pluck removed the tail from its pouch, let it freely twitch about so the King could 
see it, and then she said, "Yes, it did grow back, and I've come to tell you that | decided to stay 
on Wellspring for | believe | was meant to help all of you, but now that another has come forward 
and claims to be the Serviatrix, | no longer know what | should do." Solom placed his hand to her 
cheek. He did this with the kindness to his touch. One that she did not expect from a Necrom 
who knew who she was. He told her, "I wish for you to stay. | wish for you to stay until the matter 
of the Serviatrix is resolved with no doubt." Solom lifted her chin so he could look into her face, 
and then he said, "The moment | saw you, | thought you were the one. | felt within every bone in 
my body that you were the one. Please, do not let this news deter you from finding out the truth. 
You still may be the Serviatrix." Pluck felt like crying as he spoke so tenderly to her as if he was 
her father. Han, the old Fletching Commander was her surrogate father and she missed him 
deeply since his death. She found the strength within herself not to cry and nodded to the 
King. Solom stared at her for a few moments more and thought about Tabitha and how she could 
be his. He might have a daughter and an heir to the throne. Solom stared deeper into Pluck's 
eyes, not seeing a Necrom as her guise would express, but he saw the hated Woman that her 
own lips had betrayed. This Woman claimed to be the Serviatrix that by all rights should belong 
to a Necrom not a filthy... Pluck must have seen something in his expression, for her smile 
disappeared and was replaced by anguish and shame. She released his hand as if it were on fire, 
stood, and took a step from him. Solom felt awful that he had thought those hateful thoughts. 
He believed he had gotten past that she was of Man, but it seemed his hatred wasn't something 
easily put aside. Solom didn't know what to do with the silence between them. He could 
apologize, but he went with ignoring the situation instead, and he asked her, "What will you 
do?" She had seen that disgusted look from many Fletchings and Morgogs once they had seen 
her face and that same expression on the few Necroms who knew she was of Man. Pluck believed 
the King had gotten past his prejudice, but she realized at that moment he had not. She turned 
away from him unable to bear his despising gaze anymore, and then she replied, "I don't 
know." Fairah noticed the interaction between Pluck and the Necrom King and sensed the 
emotional conflict that sprung up between them. She remained quiet but kept it on her mind to 
speak to Pluck later on the matter. Votar was too busy trying not to make eye contact with Pluck 
to notice anything. He had been listening, and he stated, "We should create several search parties 
to go look for the missing prophecies. The Knoulech Tomb gives clues where the rest of the 
prophecies can be found. We need to discover the sites and determine who is the true 
Serviatrix." "I agree with you," Solom said. "I will put you in charge of the search parties. Begin as 
soon as you can. | believe | will have to ask all of you to leave now. | find that | am tired and need 
to rest." Pluck felt ill and no longer wished to be in the tent so she said, "We will all leave and let 
you rest." She started out, paused, glanced back, and added, "You need to make sure you take 


care of yourself and not over-do it." "All | can guarantee is that | will try," Solom told her, knowing 
the chasm he created between them with his wayward thoughts. Fairah, Pluck, Votar, Zenba, and 
Zung left the tent. Kabal was outside and noticed them. She also noticed her brother and started 
to talk to him, but he rushed past her as if he didn't see her. Votar walked in the back of the group 
and hurried his pace as he uttered, "Pluck, | would like to speak to you in private." She wished to 
return to the cave and put the incident with Solom behind her, but she knew she couldn't. Pluck 
glanced at Fairah and then turned back to Votar. She knew that their conversation earlier 
had been interrupted and if she wanted him to leave her alone, they would need to finish it. Pluck 
questioned him, "Where would you like to speak?" "Let us walk out into the Crimson Grass away 
from everyone," he replied. She told the others, "I shouldn't be too long. Wait for me at the cave, 
and I'll come there once I'm done speaking with him." "Before you go," Fairah started. "There is 
something | wish to tell ye." She paused and then stated, "Before in the tent when we were 
debating about you being the Serviatrix, | was about to tell everyone something when ye 
interrupted me. | was going to say that | can tell everyone that Pluck... that ye are very special and 
even if ye are not the Serviatrix, ye were still meant for something great." Pluck could have cried 
again but held it within herself as she spoke, "Thank you. Thank you for being here for me." "I 
shall always be here for ye," Fairah told her. "Know ye have many friends and hold to that 
knowledge. We shall wait for ye at the cave." Fairah, Zenba, and Zung headed for the cave 
through the Crimson Grass. Pluck watched them go and then turned to Votar. She had hoped the 
verbal lashing he had given her before would be the end of things, but there was something he 
hadn't told her yet. How much more of his hatred must be branded upon her? "Come with me," 
Votar said as he headed in a different direction through the Crimson Grass than the others going 
to the cave. She followed, and he led her to a small hill clear of grass. Votar went and stood on 
its top with his hand outstretched to her. Pluck joined him, but she didn't take his hand and stood 
some distance from him. "You said that you wanted to speak to me." "I did," he replied as he 
dropped his hand as if it were made of lead. "My conversation with you earlier was interrupted, 
and | wanted to finish explaining everything to you." "Speak then," Pluck said, weary from the 
sun's cycle and all that occurred within it. She felt broken and tattered. Votar began, "I told you 
many things before that were true. | spoke many things to you from a heart torn in two. You hurt 
me so much." "How do you think | feel?" she questioned, not letting him continue. "I know how 
much you despise me, you don't need to declare it." "My intentions were not to tell you those 
things which you already knew," he told her. "I intended to tell you how | am conflicted 
inside." "How can telling me you hate my hand show your conflicting heart?" she asked. "There 
was no confusion in those words; they were plain and true. Now..." Pluck paused as she took a 
step to go to the cave and then spoke, "I understand your feelings toward me. No need to explain 
things anymore. | know how every one of you Necroms feels about me. Even Solom hates my 
very existence." "He does not," Votar insisted. "Yes, he does!" Pluck shouted as she turned. Tears 
poured from her eyes as she could no longer keep them at bay. "He might not have said anything, 
but | saw the look he gave me when | knelt before him. It was the same look you gave me when 
you realized | was a Woman!" She turned and ran through the field of grass, not knowing if she 
headed for the cave or the camp. Votar rushed after her and caught up to her near one of the 
many streams snaking through the region. He seized her by the arm, so she turned and looked at 
him angrily. "Why must you torment me?" Pluck questioned him. "Knowing your hatred is 
enough to crush my spirit, you don't need to say anymore. | should have never stayed on 


Wellspring! | was wrong to think | had a place here other than the life of a scorned one. | should 
have gone with my Prince." She pulled against Votar's grip and questioned him, "Do you know he 
was going to profess his love for me? Do you know my Prince was ready to leave his wife and 
embrace me in his arms? But I..." Pluck stumbled over her words as she moved closer to him and 
beat his chest. She wept bitterly as she spoke, "I rejected his love. | rejected his love, 
hoping..." Moved by her sorrow-filled outburst, Votar wrapped his arms around her and 
embraced her earnestly. 

Pluck tried to escape his encompassing arms, but she hadn't the strength to fight anymore and 
gave in to his consoling when she could no longer stand her loneliness. She dropped her arms at 
her side and wept on his shoulder. He understood in more depth the anguish he put her through. 
He was part of the reason she was in such great distress and he hated himself for that. Votar held 
her tighter, and Pluck wrapped her arms around him as if she would never let go. "All the things 
| told you, they were true, but I also feel other things towards you and that is why I'm conflicted 
inside. | should hate you because you are of Man, but is race really a reason to hate anyone? 
I should despise you because you betrayed the love | freely gave to you but did you not say, 
How can you love me, you don't know who lam? | felt a connection between us, but you 
resisted. If you had let me kissed you that day, you would have sealed yourself within my heart. 
You resisted... You resisted and that is what save you from my rage later." Votar stroked her fiery 
mane as he spoke, "I can't help my feelings of betrayal and hatred towards you, but | also can't 
help... | can't help feeling that | love you. | told you earlier this sun's cycle that | saw you as a 
moon to my night and a gentle breeze to my day, and | tell you now those things were true and 
they are still true. Everything that | have told you this sun's cycle, | feel all of these things towards 
you and these conflicting emotions are tearing me apart as if Behemoth Boars have seized me 
and are rending me limb from limb. Do you understand what you have put me through? Do you 
understand the anguish that I'm in?" He continued to tenderly stroke her mane as he said, "You 
came to my city looking for your people, but instead | found you. | found you at a time when | 
was looking for someone to be my wife. | thought it was a sign from above when you arrived and 
that you were the one meant for me. | thought it was a sign that | should forsake protocol and 
select a commoner from among the Necroms to be my wife. My sister told me that you were only 
interested in me for the prestige and power you could gain from me and that you would 
do anything to gain my appeal. At times, | wondered if she spoke the truth, and | waited for you 
to declare your undying affection for me. 

Never once did you say that you loved me." Votar sensed that her weeping had 
lessened as he stated, "The first night we were alone on the Cascade Terrace, | declared my und 
ying love for you, but you asked me what if | found out something horrible about you? Could | 
still love you?" He paused, and then he said, "I never directly answered your question, but | guess 
my actions during the trial did. You warned me, but | didn't listen. You warned me it would be 
better that | forget about you and give my heart to another. You told me that what | was feeling 
wasn't love," Votar paused, and then he said, "I wanted so badly to prove you wrong. | wanted 
to prove that | did love you, but in the end, you were right. A few nights later on that same 
balcony, | dared you to proclaim your love for me." Pluck interrupted, "No, first you accused me. 
You wanted to know how long | had been planning to seduce your heart. You wanted to know 
how long | had been planning on tricking you into falling in love with me, so that | might influence 
your decisions about Man." "Yes, | said those things," Votar stated. "But | also allowed you to 


think that if you told me you love me, | would have saved you from your coming punishment, but 
you didn't say a word to my question. Because of your silence back then, | have no idea how you 
truly feel about me. | know you must despise me now for all | have done and said to you, but 
before all that happened, before | discovered that you were a Woman, did you care about 
me?" Pluck said nothing to his question as she slowly stopped weeping. He pulled away from her 
so that he could look into her face, and he asked her, "I need to know how you felt. | need to 
know your feelings back then." "What do my feelings from back then matter now?" she 
questioned him. "If | had loved you with all my heart, it would not matter now. If you had known 
that | would have done anything to feel your lips embrace mine, it would not matter now. Now 
I'm a blight in your eyes. Now I'm a sore on your heart. Love or hate, none of those feelings 
mattered now, for you hate me and that's all that is to be said." "No it isn't," he insisted. "How 
you felt about me back then is important? | must know!" She tore from his grasp and took a few 
steps back away from him as she shouted, "If you must know, | did care about you. I did feel some 
sort of connection to you that | hadn't with anyone else. | thought it was love. | thought | had 
fallen in love with you, but... your hatred destroyed that. Your hatred destroyed my love and all 
the feelings that | had towards you. All | feel towards you now is anger. I'm so angry with you 
for choosing some long-ago prejudice that's so old no one can remember the reason behind it. 
I'm so angry that you decided our feelings had no place in a world of intolerance." "Where does 
that leave us?" Votar questioned her. "My conflicting feelings and your anger... Where does that 
leave us?" Pluck replied, "I don't know. If we remain in them, we'll stay in the mire of our sorrow 
and pain. We must get past them one way or another." "How can we do that?" he questioned 
her. "You have to decide on a feeling and embrace it," she told him. "Hate me or love me... You 
can't do both, not if we want to get past this quag of confusion," she told him and then saw 
uncertainty in his eyes, so she thought she would make it easy for him and Pluck told him, 
"Choose hate. Choose hate and let go of me. Throw me away from your mind and your heart. 
Choose hate and continue to see me as a despised Woman and one who only used you to free 
her people. Choose hate and..." "What will you choose?" he questioned her. "I'll follow your lead 
and choose the path that you choose," she told him. "It will be easier that way for us both." "Does 
that mean you're willing to choose love?" he asked her as he stepped toward her, wishing to seize 
her hands again. "Are you willing to forgive my actions and..?" Kabal had followed them from the 
tent and didn't have trouble hiding herself from them in the tall Crimson Grass. She had been 
listening to their conversation at both spots, and she had enough and stepped from behind a 
small tree as she said, "Tell her that you hate her and be done with it, my brother. Tell her 
how you really feel so that you do not need to have any more dealings with this Woman. It 
disgusts me that you're even talking to her. Tell her, my brother, and then come with me. King 
Solomon has requested your presence again." Votar stared at Pluck and knew that the moment 
he should have spoken his heart's true sentiment had passed, and he failed again to seize the 
opportunity. He told Pluck, "We are not done speaking about this matter. | do not wish to talk 
about it in front of an audience." He glared at his sister, and then he continued, "I will go speak 
with the King and then we will finish speaking. Wait for me. Tell me you will wait for me." Pluck 
glanced at Kabal, and then she told him, "I'll wait. | prefer that you just tell me now, but 
I'll wait." Votar took another step toward Pluck as if to wrap her in his arms, but then he turned 
and hurried off. Kabal walked over to her after a few mites and circled her as if she was a minnow 
and Kabal was a Green Fin Reef Shark. "I don't know what my brother sees in you. He should have 


forsaken you a long time ago and yet he gives you the courtesy of speaking to you. What kind of 
bewitching power do you have over him?" Pluck stared at her, wishing to return to the cave and 
hide her face in Fairah's shoulder. Kabal continued, "When it comes to you, my brother is blinded. 
| intend to remove that affliction from him. | intend for him to see you as you truly are." "You 
don't think that he already does?" Pluck questioned her. "You don't think that he sees me as 
a Woman who manipulated him into releasing her people? You don't think that he sees me as a 
Woman who cared nothing for him?" Pluck grabbed a blade of grass and stared at it as she spoke, 
"| didn't mean to hurt him or deceive any of you. | was only trying to save my people. | only 
wanted..." "Why did you stay?" Kabal asked as she moved closer to her, and then she questioned, 
"If saving your people was your only goal, why did you not leave with them?" Pluck released the 
blade of grass and looked to her. Kabal had the same intense gaze as her brother. Pluck answered 
her, "The hate you have for me... The hate you have for my people..." Pluck turned from her and 
walked a few feet from her before continuing, "What do you think my own people see when they 
look at me? I've been cursed." She lifted her hands, looked at them, and said, "I've been cursed 
to belong in neither world as long as the hate between our people exists." She faced her again 
and spoke, "I thought if | stayed..." "You could gain my brother's love?" Kabal interrupted her and 
then angrily questioned her, "Did you really think by coming back he would accept you and fling 
his heart at you?" "I... | don't know why | stayed," she admitted. "I want to say that | stayed to 
help Wellspring. | want to say that | stayed to see if I'm this Serviatrix and that my curse form has 
some purpose other than to bring me misery." "Are those reasons not true?" Kabal asked 
her. "They are true. | do want to help Wellspring," Pluck replied, and then she said, "Not everyone 
here hates Man, and maybe that's the reason | stayed. | selfishly stayed, hoping to find a place 
where... well... where | could be happy." Pluck paused and then she questioned her, "You want 
that too, don't you? I've seen the way you look at Gamemnon. I think you love him. | think..." "I 
think you talk too much," Kabal said. "Gamemnon will most likely be the next King and that 
will make me Queen and once I'm Queen, you will no longer have the protection you enjoy now. 
| will make sure you are no more." "| guess we have no more to say to each other," Pluck stated, 
then grabbed another blade of grass, and examined it. "I guess we will remain as enemies." 


Chapter Eleven 


Storms Move In 


Votar hurried and returned to the King's tent, but had to wait without as the King talked to 
another. Twenty mites went by before the King summoned him in and Votar entered as a guard 
announced his arrival. "You wished to speak with me?" Votar questioned. "Yes, please have a 
seat," Solom replied as he motioned to a chair. "I will stand, thank you," Votar replied. "I'm 
pressed for time, so if we could forgo all the formalities and speak of the topic, | would greatly 
appreciate it." Solom raised a dark gray eyebrow to the Duke's impatience, and then he asked, 
"Someone important you wish to speak to?" "Someone important | wish to finish speaking to," 
Votar replied. "I will speak directly on the topic then," Solom said and then he stated, "I have 
decided to pull my support of Pluck." Votar grabbed the back of the chair the King had offered 
for him to sit in as he questioned, "Is it because she is a Woman or is it because of the claims 


Gamemnon made of Tabitha?" "Both," Solom answered, and then he stated, "I fear the Necroms 
will never accept Pluck as the Serviatrix because of her lineage. | fear if | side with her, I'll only 
cause more strife between our people." "She said as much," Votar stated. "She said that you 
hated her very existence as all Necroms hated her. | told her that wasn't true. | told her that you 
didn't hate her, but | must be wrong. | believe Pluck saw in you a Necrom who had accepted her, 
a Necrom who watched over her, and she loved you. For her to tell me that you hate her... she 
must have seen something in your eyes the last time she spoke to you." "I did let my prejudice 
for Man slip out while | was in deep thought when she was last here. It must have been engraved 
in my face, and she noticed it. Poor perceptive child. This is in part why I'm pulling my support of 
her." "When will you tell her?" Votar inquired of him. "I'd hoped you would," Solom 
replied. "Don't place such a burden upon me," Votar angrily said. "My burdens weigh me down 
as it is. You should tell her of your decision. Don't send another on such a task. You must face her 
when you tell her." "I guess | at least owe her that," Solom stated. "| do grow weary of this 
situation." "You should rest then, and l'Il leave to..." Solom interrupted him and asked, "How did 
your talk with her go?" "Not very well," Votar admitted. "I'm useless it seems at getting to the 
point. | lingered on the past too long and drew out our conversation. | still must finish it. How did 
you know | spoke with her?" "One of my guards overheard that you requested a moment with 
her, so | sent your sister after you," Solom replied. "I told Kabal to wait till you were 
finished." "She didn't heed to your words," Votar spoke angrily again. "She interrupted us and | 
fear..." "We share the same fear, it would appear," Solom interjected. "Before when Pluck 
accused me and our people of hating her, did she include you?" "Yes, she had no reason to think 
otherwise," Votar answered as he fisted his hand. "I gave her no reason to think otherwise." He 
paced the tent in thought, and then he said to the King, "I still don't understand the reason you're 
pulling your support of Pluck. There will be strife between our people even if you don't side with 
one Serviatrix or the other." Votar moved and stood before the King as he said, "I thought you 
believed she was the one. Are you going to proclaim that Tabitha is the Serviatrix?" "I would 
never do something so foolhardy," Solom answered, and then he said, "I'll support 
neither candidate until all the prophecies have been discovered, and we compare all of them to 
the two." "So all you're saying is that you have doubts about Pluck, and you don't want to go all 
in and then, in the end, you're following the false Serviatrix." Solom stated, "It is one way to put 
it." Votar inquired, "Is that all you wanted to tell me?" "No, | sent word to the wizard, JuJu, and 
asked him if he knew any of the locations where the Serviatrix prophecies were located." "You 
mean, JuJu the Immortal?" "Yes," Solom replied. 

"Is there another?" He paused and then he stated, "I received word back 
from my Carrier Falcon that he did know several locations within the WhimCuck Territory. He 
also said that he would be sending a map to us by a Dash Hound pack to ensure its safe arrival. 
The extremely fast creatures should be here within several nals. You have until then to finish 
what you started with Pluck." "To be honest, | have a problem conveying to her what's actually 
on my mind. Why are things like this so hard to talk about?" Votar questioned him. "Matters that 
take captive our emotions are always hard to deal with for we want to see them as an enemy 
attacking the foundations of our being, but it's really ourselves waging war with reason and issues 
of the heart," Solom said and then he coughed. "Wise words from a very wise mentor—" Votar 
stated and then he said, "—but you are not only speaking about my problems, you are also 
speaking about Tabitha." "You're correct," Solom answered. "For one, is Tabitha really my 


daughter. For another, if she is my daughter... to have a daughter." Concerned filled the King's 
amber eyes as he asked, "What do | say to her? How do | tell her if | had known about her | would 
have been a father to her, and | would have cared for her, but how do | tell her these things? How 
do | tell her these things so that she may believe me?" "No matter how awkward it is, tell her the 
truth. Tell her the entire truth," Votar replied. Solom stroked his dark gray beard as he stated, 
"Sound words to go by, so | will tell you to also utilize them. Tell Pluck the truth. Tell her the entire 
truth." "I've been trying to do exactly that, but | only seem to focus on the negative aspects. | 
can't seem to tell her how | care for her," Votar admitted. "It sounds like the problem lies with 
you. If you only focus on the negative aspects of the relationship you have with her, then that is 
all that will be on your mind. You should try to focus on the joy you experienced with her and 
once that's on your mind, go and talk with her. Tell her the entire truth." "I'll do that," Votar said, 
and then he questioned, "If there is nothing else, | need to go and have a conversation with 
myself." "No, that was all. | also need to seek within myself for | have summoned Tabitha to have 
a meeting with me, just the two of us. She should be here within the nal. It doesn't give this old 
Necrom that much time." Votar headed out of the tent and then he walked some distance into 
the Crimson Grass, not heading to the spot where he left his sister and Pluck just yet. He needed 
some time to consider his words and make sure that he said the right ones this time to the one 
who was on his mind and heart. A great distance from the Duke, Pluck and Kabal waited. Quite 
a bit of time passed, and a storm started to move in over the Valley of Blood. Pluck looked in the 
direction Votar had gone and realized most likely he wouldn't be back before the storm came 
over them, so she started toward the cave to wait it out there. Kabal noticed that she was leaving, 
and she told her, "Come with me, | can at least give you the courtesy of waiting in his tent. | want 
you to be done with your conversation with him and be done with my brother." Plucked nodded, 
then she turned, and followed Kabal as she led them back to Votar's tent and after they walked 
a few mites, they came upon Gamemnon and two of his personal guards. "I am quite upset with 
you," Kabal told him as she quickly moved to Gamemnon as if to joyfully wrap her arms around 
him. She still hadn't a moment alone with him to hash out her disapproval over his 
current actions, but she was still very happy to see him. Kabal paused before him, resisting the 
urge to wrap her arms around him and questioned him, "Why did you not summon me here after 
you finished the work that called you away from me?" "I intended to call for you and had actually 
sent a few of my personal guards to go retrieve you, but you arrived with your brother and the 
King, so | called them back." Gamemnon moved closer to her, lifted her chin, then he leaned in, 
pressed his lips against hers, and then he told her, "I have missed you, my dear lady." "As | have 
missed you," she replied. "Have you come looking for me seeking my forgiveness? | will give it to 
you if you beg." "| was actually seeking her," Gamemnon replied as he motioned to Pluck, and 
then he added, "I will beg your forgiveness a hundred fold when we are finally alone." Kabal 
glanced back at Pluck and then she inquired of him, "Why are you seeking her? You do seem 
to be attracted to these so-called Serviatrixes." "I'm by no means attracted to the false one," he 
told the Duchess. "I've come for her. I've come to remove this blight from our land so that none 
follow the false Serviatrix." Kabal muttered under her breath after Gamemnon moved past her 
as he approached Pluck, "What are your feelings towards the other so-called Serviatrix?" Pluck 
realized that Gamemnon meant more than to verbally abuse her as Votar and Kabal had, so 
she kept quiet no longer, and she spoke, "You intend to remove me? How do you plan on doing 
that?" "I mean to kill you of course," he replied. "You mean to do it here?" Kabal uttered as she 


moved to his side. "Surely you don't plan on doing it here? Many people fill this valley. Someone 
might see you." "More importantly," Pluck spoke up and asked, "What makes you think that I'll 
merely hand myself over to you?" She drew the Lux and lightning ignited from the blade, slightly 
ionizing the air around her. Pluck took on a stance to meet the three male Necroms in battle as 
she said, "You should know by now that I'll not go quietly, and I'm not sure you have enough 
guards to even take me." "I see the Serviatrix name has gone to your head for you to vaunt so," 
Gamemnon stated. "If you believe you hold some sort of power with it, you are gravely 
mistaken." "No, and | do apologize for my puffed-up speech. I'm usually not so boastful, but I've 
had a very trying sun's cycle," she answered. " 

I'm not holding to the Serviatrix name or in what abilities that | have, I'm boasting of the sword | 
hold in my hand. You've seen what it can do when | faced your Necrom 
warrior, Jambar." She thought about the Necrom who wielded Windroar, and then she added, " 
| pray that he's doing well." "You don't have to worry about my elite warrior," Gamemnon said, 
and then he added, "And you also don't need to fret over my odds against you, for you see | didn't 
only bring these with me. | brought all my personal guards." Pluck heard movement in the area 
and scanned the Crimson Grass around them. Over two dozen Torlawn Guards marched out of 
the tall blades and surrounded her with their spears at the ready. "What do you boast now, false 
one?" Gamemnon questioned her. "Will you come with me quietly or do | need to force you to 
come?" "I still won't go with you quietly. What makes you think just because the odds are against 
me that I'll surrender?" Pluck asked of him. Frustrated with everything that had happened, she 
was eager to fight and release some of her pinned up anger, so she stated, "There's nothing that 
you can do or say that will make me go with you without putting up a fight, so have your guards 
come at me." "Is that so?" Gamemnon questioned as he moved up behind Kabal who had turned 
to watch Pluck and the others. He wrapped his left arm around her, drew a dagger, and placed 
the blade against the Duchess' neck. He questioned Pluck, "What would you say to, if you don't 
surrender your sword and come with me quietly, I'll cut this pretty neck of hers." "Gamemnon, 
what are you doing?" Kabal uttered as she grabbed hold of his arm restraining her. He whispered 
to her, "Play along and all will be fine." "I don't think I like this kind of play," Kabal whispered to 
him. "It almost seems too real." Appalled by his actions, Pluck questioned him, "Why would you 
threaten Kabal? You're supposed to love her, so why would you threaten her life? | don't 
believe..." "Believe," he interrupted as he cut a small slit across the Duchess’ neck, and she cried 
out for the pain and shock. "Believe me when | say l'Il cut her deeply if you don't surrender your 
sword and come with me quietly." Pluck glanced around the Crimson Grass, praying Votar would 
return, but then she thought maybe this was part of his plan. Votar was the one who lured her 
far from the encampment and her friends. Did she fall prey to some sort of twisted plan of his? 
Pluck didn't think so. Votar wasn't that kind of Necrom, but what did she really know about 
him? She knew worrying about that right now would do her no good, so Pluck tried to determine 
how close she was to the encampment. She couldn't see any of the tent tops or hear any of the 
people. They must be still very far away. She peered at Kabal and then looked back to 
Gamemnon, and she questioned him, "Why would you think | would surrender because you're 
threatening to hurt her? What is Kabal to me? Was she not one of the ones who brought charges 
against me? Did she not order that | be humiliated by requesting that I'd be flogged bareback?" 
Pluck snarled at her and Gamemnon as she started to state, "I don't understand why you think | 
would care..." He interrupted her again and said, "I know that you care. You're one of those 


beings who care about everyone around you. It's your weakness and I'm going to exploit it, now... 
either you will surrender quietly and give me your weapon or l'Il kill Duchess Kabal! Is that what 
you want? Do you really want me to kill her?" He cut her a little bit more, and Kabal cried out, 
fearing he would murder her. She didn't know what kind of game he was playing, but the 
Gamemnon behind her was a different Necrom than the one she knew. "Release me," Kabal 
pleaded. "The Woman won't surrender no matter how much you threaten me. She despises me 
as much as | despise her." "Wait, my dear lady," Gamemnon whispered to her. "The Woman's 
heart is unlike your own. She will come to your rescue. I'm betting your life on it." He cut her 
again. Pluck saw that he would kill Kabal and no matter how she felt about the female Necrom, 
Pluck couldn't let him hurt her. Could she simply surrender to him? He already said that his goal 
was to kill her. She had to think of something that would save them both. Pluck had to... She saw 
a depth of anger in his eyes and knew if she didn't act now he would... "No! Stop! I'll surrender 
quietly," she shouted as she held out the Lux for them to take from her. Pluck remembered when 
Purveyor tried to unsheathe her sword back on Pass Island and how he couldn't draw the sword. 
Pluck decided if she had to hand over her weapon at least she would make it impossible for them 
to use it, so she quickly sheathed the sword, unbuckled the scabbard from her back, and offered 
it to them. She pleaded, "Please don't hurt her. Take the sword." One of the guards quickly move 
forward and took the sword and scabbard from her hand while two other guards came up behind 
her and subdued her by forcing her to the ground. Pluck didn't resist as they held her down like 
some criminal. Gamemnon loosened his hold on the Duchess, and then he leaned down and 
kissed her on the cheek as he told her, "You did well. | appreciate your assistance in capturing 
this would be agitator." Kabal put a hand to her cut as she turned to him and spoke, "I don't 
remember volunteering for this, and I'm not sure that you were acting. | have a feeling that you 
would have hurt me if it would have gained what you required. | don't know if | can forgive you 
for this." "Do not be absurd. You're my dear lady, and | would never hurt you," he told her and 
then moved to his captive, pleased of his new prize. "Do you wish for us to kill her here?" one of 
his guards questioned him. "We're too close to the encampment. We'll take her by DraKa and 
travel a few nals out of the Crimson Grass and then we will kill her there and dispose of the body. 
Gag her so she can't call out and bind her hands." He turned to his other guard and ordered him, 
"Let me have the sword." The guard walked over and handed Gamemnon the scabbard, and 
Gamemnon took it from him. Gamemnon started to draw the weapon when Kabal walked up to 
him. She peered at Pluck curiously, wondering why the Woman gave up when it was only her life 
at stake. Kabal believed Pluck could have easily defeated the guards, so why exchange her life for 
her own? More importantly, would Gamemnon really have gone through with killing her if Pluck 
had not of surrendered? Kabal questioned him, "Are you really going to kill the Woman? What if 
King Solom or my brother find out what you have done?" "Are you going to tell them?" he 
inquired of her, forgetting about the sword. "Of course not, but they still might find out. Why kill 
her in the first place? Is it to protect your precious Tabitha?" "Yes, with this Woman out of the 
way, Tabitha can move forward as the only Serviatrix, and the people will follow her with no 
question," Gamemnon answered her, and then he asked, "Do you wish to go with me as we 
dispose of this Woman? She has also been a nuisance to you. Perhaps you would enjoy seeing 
her end." Kabal looked down at Pluck again as they gagged her and bound her hands behind her 
back. Pluck was looking up at them from the dirt with a fear-filled expression on her face. Kabal 
replied, "Yes, | will go with you." She wrapped her arm around his as she stated, "It will give 


me some time to spend with you without Tabitha, and | think | will enjoy watching the end of this 
Woman. Besides, you have much to ask my forgiveness of. You should get started." "Of course, 
my dear lady," Gamemnon spoke, and then he ordered, "Load the Woman into the DraKa. We 
leave." 


A nal later... 


The convoy of five DraKas moved out of the Valley of Blood, escaping the downpour of the 
coming storm. The convoy heard the storm thundering behind them and could see flashes of 
lightning streak across the sky in the distance. They entered the Forsaken Jungle which was still 
part of the WhimChuck Territory. The plant life of the region was of different shades of red and 
green, and the jungle was loud with animal life. 

Pluck worked on the ropes that tightly bound her wrists behind her as she sat in the corner of t 
he Howdah. It was hard for her to cut at the fibers with the one nail she was able to retract and 
maneuver into position as the Howdah rocked back and forth. Several times she thought 
someone would notice as she desperately worked to free herself, but no one did. The convoy 
pressed on till it reached an area where the jungle had nearly swallowed white ruins of long 
forgotten buildings. Pluck was only about halfway through one of the rope cords in her slow but 
dire attempt to save her own life. She thought she would have more time, but then... "We have 
traveled far enough. Stop here," Gamemnon commanded as he stood up and surveyed 
the surrounding area. "We can kill her here, dispose of her body, and then take a rest by the 
ruins." The Aviatrixes played their flutes and stopped the DraKas, and then the guards 
disembarked from the four DraKas other than Gamemnon's. The guards in Gamemnon's DraKa 
hauled Pluck up to her feet, placed another rope under her arms and tied it behind her in a loop, 
then they lowered her to the ground, so they didn't have to untie her hands to allow her to climb 
down the ladder. Kabal and Gamemnon climbed down the Howdah ladder to the ground and 
joined everyone who had circled Pluck. "Duke Gamemnon, do you want to slay the Woman 
yourself or do you want me to do it?" the head guard questioned him. "You will have the honor 
of ridding the blight from the land," Gamemnon replied, not wanting to taint his own paws with 
her blood. Gamemnon held on to the scabbard of the Lux; he still hadn't tried to draw it. The 
head guard stabbed his spear into the ground and then he drew his sword. He intended to make it 
a swift death by beheading her. The guards who had lowered Pluck to the ground, forced her to 
her knees. Pluck angrily glared at Gamemnon and Kabal, trying to hide the fear rising up within 
her. She continued to work on the ropes, hoping there was still time to free herself. Gamemnon 
questioned her as he removed her gag, "Do you have any final words before we remove your 
existence from this world?" Pluck couldn't think of anything to say, and she knew pleading for 
her life would only fall on deaf ears, so she started praying. "The Woman has no final words, so 
her existence will end in silence!" Gamemnon declared, replaced her gag, and then he nodded to 
the guard. The head guard took a stance beside the Woman and lifted his sword up in the air. 
Pluck closed her eyes as she continued to pray for deliverance. Pluck stopped praying when she 
thought she heard the roar of a Fire Lion. It was so loud, she thought it was upon them, so Pluck 
searched the area for the beast. No one else seemed to notice its furious roars. The head guard 
started to bring the blade down upon her neck when the ground beneath them started to quake. 
The DraKas cried out for terror as their pilots tried to calm them with their flute playing. Trees 
toppled around them and pieces of the ruins came crashing down as the guards ran to save 


themselves from the earth that started to open up near the Woman. The ground swallowed Pluck 
and stretched forth its fissure to claim all those around. The ground shook for several mites and 
finally subsided. The earth laid claim to one DraKa and its pilot along with Pluck, the head guard, 
and the two other guards who had stood close to her. Gamemnon managed to grab hold of a 
root and kept himself from plum- meting into the deep hole. A few of the trees that had fallen, 
claimed another four guards and injured a DraKa. His personal guards helped him up, and 
Gamemnon looked into the large hole that had swallowed Pluck. "Do you want us to go down 
and rescue those who have fallen?" one of the guards questioned him. "The head guard is among 
those who were swallowed." Gamemnon replied, "Yes, | want to make sure that the Woman is 
dead,’ so retrieve some ropes from the Draka and..." The ground shook again, but this time 
instead of the hole widening, it started to close in on itself. Gamemnon ordered, "Move back! 
Move back or you will be taken too!" Those who were still able to move rushed back from the 
opening as it sealed itself shut. Once the shaking subsided again, the same guard asked, "Do you 
want us to start digging and reclaim those that the earth has taken?" "No, | doubt anyone 
survived," Gamemnon replied. "Let us return to the encampment before we are missed. Those 
who are injured aren't to return with us. They're to go back to Torlawn, and right now | make you 
head guard." "Thank you, Duke. I'll have those who are uninjured ready to move out in ten mites," 
the new head guard said, and then he rushed off. Another guard approached and frantically said, 
"Duke, | can't find Duchess Kabal anywhere. She must have fallen in the hole. Are you sure you 
don't want us to dig them out?" Gamemnon stared at the large crack for a moment, and then he 
replied, "All those who went in are lost. There's nothing we can do for them. Quickly tend to the 
injured and have them all put in the wounded Draka. The rest of us will be returning to the Valley 
of Blood." He started toward his DraKa that was uninjured as he muttered to himself, "It would 
seem | no longer have to worry about asking her forgiveness. The dead after all need no 
assurance." 


Chapter Twelve 
The Search Begins 


Votar returned to the spot he left Pluck and his sister but found neither of them there. He walked 
to the area where Pluck and himself had first started the conversation and then returned to the 
area near the water. There was no sign of either of the females. He started to head back to his 
tent to gather his guards to help him search for them when Fairah, Zenba, and Zung approached 
him. "Have you seen Pluck?" Votar asked them as Fairah walked out from the tall red grass. "No," 
she replied. "We came looking for her when it seemed she had been gone far too long. 
What happened? Why are ye looking for her?" "My sister came and told me the King wanted to 
see me, so | went and talked with him, but upon my return, | found neither Pluck or my sister 
waiting on me," Votar stated, and then he said, "Perhaps Pluck went back to the cave." "She 
didn't," Zenba spoke. "We were flying high above the grass so that we could see anyone who 
was coming our way, but you're the first we've come across." Zung studied the muddy ground 


which had received quite a deluge from the storm. He examined it closely, and then he said, 
"Their tracks are almost gone, nearly erased by the rain, but | believe there were others here 
besides you, Pluck, and your sister. The impressions look like the boots that Necrom 
guards wear." Votar said, "Perhaps my guards came looking for me when the storm moved in and 
took my sister and Pluck to my tent. Let us go there and look." "Yes, and let us go quickly," Fairah 
said as she seemed worried. They journeyed back to Votar's tent and when the Duke questioned 
his guards about his sister and Pluck, none of them had seen either female. His guards informed 
him that they hadn't gone out into the grass or had seen anyone leave the grass and come into 
their area. "There you are, my Duke," Nirva his advisor spoke as he approached the outside of 
the tent. "I have ascertained the whereabouts of the Knoulech Tomb. It's close by, only a sun's 
cycle by DraKa away from here, and we can..." Nirva halted his words as he noticed the Duke's 
demeanor, and then he stated, "You seem troubled. What has happened?" Votar explained the 
situation to him. 


Sometime later... 


"I see," Nirva said. "If your sister and Pluck aren't here, where could they be?" Zung spoke, "Votar, 
your guards aren't the only Necrom guards in the Valley of Blood." Votar stated, "We can go see 
if Pluck and my sister are with the King." Zung said, "King Solom isn't who | am speaking of. There 
is also Gamemnon." "Why would Gamemnon take Pluck anywhere?" Votar questioned, and then 
he started to say, "I can see him coming for my sister, but..." "But | believe we need to find 
Gamemnon and ask him," Zung stated, and then he added, "Think about it for a moment. If 
Gamemnon did take Pluck, what would be the reason?" "None that would involve anything 
good," Votar answered, turned to one of his guards, and ordered him, "Rush over to Duke 
Gamemnon's tent and discreetly see if you can find my sister or Pluck. Let none of the civilians 
know who you are looking for. You're merely on break and seeking a place to eat and drink." The 
guard rushed off as Fairah said to the Duke, "There is much | need caught up on. Tell me 
about Gamemnon and your sister and all that has happened with Pluck." Sometime later, the 
guard returned and informed the Duke, "I didn't find Duchess Kabal or the Woman, but | also 
didn't find Duke Gamemnon. There were no guards around his tent, and | believe there are no 
guards within the encampment that are Duke Gamemnon's. | did find Tabitha and her Roth 
guardian within the tent, but they told me nothing, so | asked a Velum couple who had pitched 
their tent close to the Duke's, and they told me that the Duke loaded up all of his DraKas and 
headed into the Crimson Grass with all his guards. They saw no female Necroms with them. "That 
doesn't mean Gamemnon didn't pick up Kabal and Pluck later," Zenba said. Zung questioned, 
"Where would Gamemnon be heading with all his guards and not take Tabitha with him? | don't 
like the sound of it." Fairah stated, "Neither do | now that | understand a little more of what is 
going on. We need to find Duke Gamemnon as quickly as possible. | have not been able to sense 
the Mystic Rose for the last few mites and this bothers me. It is as if some force is blocking my 
powers or..." "Or what?" Zenba asked. "Or something horrible has taken the life of Pluck," Fairah 
replied. "Pluck dead?" Quip questioned as he stood next to the White Lady. He had been there 
several mites and no one had noticed. "I do not know," Fairah answered. "Have you seen Pluck, 


Duchess Kabal, or Duke Gamemnon." "Me no see," Quip replied. "But did make new friends." 
Quip motioned to a large Dreadgon some distance from them along with a Velum who stood in 
the giant's shadow, and then he said, "This Staunch, me thinks. He no talk. Velum beside 
him..." "Ye are the doctor who tended to this young Dreadgon," Fairah interrupted. "I am," the 
Velum replied, and then he and the Dreadgon joined them. "My name is Healen." Nirva 
questioned him, "Why are you here? We didn't summon a doctor." "I'm not really sure why I'm 
here," Healen answered. "I was nursing this Dreadgon back to health when he left the tent over 
my objections and came upon the Trife named Quip. Staunch didn't speak to the Trife, but Quip 
seems to understand him. They headed here, and I followed. Beyond that explanation, | can't tell 
you anything." "We may need a doctor and a strong Dreadgon," Zenba stated. "But the Dreadgon 
does look a little beaten up." "He fine," Quip insisted. "He want help us." "Let us proceed with 
our search then," Fairah said, then she lifted her arms, and summoned tiny creatures to her by 
speaking, "Seekers, find me." Over a dozen Winsome Kits in all shades and markings appeared 
out of the Crimson Grass as if theyhad been waiting there for the White Lady's 
summons. "Seekers, find the child precious to me," Fairah commanded them. "Find her for she 
is hidden from me." The Winsome Kits flew off in different directions. "If your powers can't find 
Pluck, what makes you think that these tiny cats can?" Zenba questioned her. "The Creator has 
endowed them with a great gift of finding things that are lost. If Pluck can be found, they shall 
find her," Fairah answered, then she turned to the Duke, and said, "Take us to the King. 
We should inform him of what has happened and what we believe has happened." Votar nodded 
and led them into the encampment. 


Forty-seven mites later... 


Pluck blinked open her eyes as dirt fell on her face. The area around her was pitch black, but her 
feline eyes quickly adjusted to the darkness. She was lying on her back on top of her bound arms, 
and the gag in her mouth made it hard for her to breathe. Pluck noticed a root beside her and 
used it to push down the gag. She coughed and spat, trying to clear her lungs of dust and dirt. 
She moaned and then sat up, searching the area around her. She saw the legs of a DraKa and the 
beast wasn't moving or breathing. Pluck finished cutting through the ropes with her claw, then 
she slowly stood, and used the side of the dirt wall to make her way to the DraKa. Pluck paused 
and looked up at the ceiling and this time she could see all the way up. She had fallen a great 
distance and wondered why she wasn't more badly wounded than she was. Pluck continued on 
and she came across the pilot who was injured but still breathing. Pluck moved to her side and 
took one of her four hands. "What is your name?" Pluck questioned her. The female Femor 
looked up at her with its insect-like head, but she couldn't see in the darkness. She answered 
through painful breath, "I am called GuideMa. Have you come to take my life, false 
Serviatrix? Have you come to finish off those who dared participate in your would-be 
execution?" "No, GuideMa, | haven't come to take your life. I'll try to save it if | can. You're 
injured, so | want you to lie here and don't move." "Our Duke will save us," GuideMa insisted. 
"He will send his guards, and he will save us." "I doubt that very much," Pluck replied as she held 
on to the Femor's hand. "Your Duke doesn't seem like the type who would put much effort into 


the people around him, but I could be wrong." She looked up to the ceiling of dirt that had sealed 
them in. Pluck listened for sounds above them, but could only hear the wind blowing about the 
ruins as if it were death moaning of their final nals on this world. She peered back down at 
GuideMa and told her, "I'm sorry to say, but | hear no one above us. | imagine he believes we're 
all dead and has left us behind. I'll try to find a way out for us." She stood and started to leave 
when GuideMa grabbed her ankle with two of her hands and clung to it as if it was the edge of a 
cliff. Pluck looked down at her and told her, "I promise | won't leave you here. | promise as a High 
Guard | won't leave you in this hole." "How can I hold to such a promise from a Woman?" 
GuideMa questioned. "I guess you can't," Pluck answered her and then she said, "Either way, | 
do need to leave you for the moment, so that | may search for a way out. Maybe you can have 
faith that the Creator will save us. Have faith that the Creator won't abandon us in our time of 
need." "I will have faith," she said as she released her ankle. "I will have faith, and | will 
pray." Pluck left her side and climbed down from the dead DraKa. She checked on the three 
guards she happened upon, and none of them were alive. Pluck heard moaning in the distance 
and rushed to the spot to find that Kabal had also met their fate. She was caught in a cluster of 
roots a sixth of the way up the wall. Pluck rushed back to the guards, took two of their spears 
from them, returned to Kabal, and used the spears to climb the dirt wall. Pluck reached her side, 
examined the unconscious Kabal, and couldn't find any injuries beside some cuts and scrapes. 
Pluck placed her back against the dirt for more leverage and then cut at the roots with one of the 
spears until she nearly freed her. "What are you doing?" Kabal asked once she awoke and saw 
the Woman hovering over her with a spear. Kabal clawed and pushed at her, thinking Pluck was 
attacking her as she yelled, "Get off me, you vile Woman! Get off of me or I'll claw your eyes 
out!" She warned the Duchess, "Don't flail about. You'll cause us both to fall." "Fall?" Kabal 
uttered. "What are you talking about? Get off of me!" She struggled all the more, and the roots 
Pluck had nearly cut in two gave way, and Kabal fell. Pluck caught her but wasn't able to hold the 
weight of both of them up and they fell. The back of Pluck's shirt snagged on a root and 
momentarily halted their descent. The sound of material tearing was followed by 
the continuation of their rapid descent. Kabal landed on top of her, and Pluck gasped out a moan 
as the wind was knocked out of her. Kabal glanced around the dark area, and she questioned, 
"Where are we?" "Off..." Frantically scanning the immediate area, Kabal shrieked, "Are we 
underground? Did we get swallowed up by the earth?" "Get..." Kabal put her hands to her face 
as she screamed all the more, "Gamemnon! Gamemnon! Where are you? Why haven't you come 
to save me?" "Get off me!" Pluck finally shouted. "Get off of me so | may breathe!" Kabal lifted 
herself from the Woman and backed up a few steps away from her as she asked, "Why did you 
drag me down here? Why did you bring me into this forsaken place?" Pluck took a mite to catch 
her breath, and then she stood and yelled, "You want to know why | brought you here? | want to 
know why you were going to kill me. What right do you have to take my life? What right do you 
have to stand by as Gamemnon ordered my death? You stood there as if my life had no value, 
and you want to know why you're here? Don't you think this is a judgment upon you? Don't you 
think you have received what you deserved?" "I..." Kabal started to answer, then she glared at 
the Woman, and said, "If | have gotten what | deserve, why are you here? Aren't you also among 


the damned? Maybe Gamemnon was right to take your life." "We can either bicker about it or 
you can help me find a way out?" Peering up at the ceiling, Kabal asked, "How can we climb out? 
We're sealed in?" "I don't mean to climb out," Pluck told her as she pointed in the direction she 
had come from to what looked like a tunnel just beyond their hole some distance away from 
them. "I intend to walk my way out if possible. First, we need to retrieve the Aviatrix. She is 
injured but alive." "Why would you bother with a Femor? Leave her behind and we'll come for 
her once we find a way out." "No, | told her | would take her with us, and | will." She and Kabal 
headed for the DraKa, and then Pluck assisted GuideMa down to the ground and helped her along 
toward the tunnel as Kabal only watched and then followed. They neared the entrance of 
the tunnel and were close enough to see that carvings of some sort of beast lined the opening. 
The tunnel was huge. They continued toward it and were a spear's throw away when the ground 
shook again. Pluck paused as she tried to steady both the Aviatrix and herself. "Is it another 
ground quake?" Kabal shouted. "I don't think so," Pluck yelled. "Look! In the tunnel! I see lights 
coming toward us!" The ground continued to quake as a behemoth shadow rushed toward them 
from the dark tunnel. A white worm the height of three DraKas appeared at the entrance and 
reared up its head and roared. Hundreds of red glowing eyes covered the spiked worm, and a 
circular row of saber teeth lined its mouth. The worm peered at them as if they were prey. Pluck 
glanced behind them. There was nowhere to hide, and if she continued to carry GuideMa, she 
wouldn't be able to outrun the worm. "What is that monstrosity?" Kabal shrieked. "I don't know, 
but we need to run!" Pluck ordered as she turned, holding on to GuideMa tightly. She heard the 
worm roar again and start for them, so she screamed, "Hurry Kabal, run for the DraKa! It may 
be our only hope!" 


The End 
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